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NIGHT THE NINTH AND LAST. 

THE CONSOLATION* 

CONTAINING, AMONG OTHER THINGS, 

I. A Moral Survey of the Nocturnal Heavenfk 
ir. A Night-Addrrss to the DEITY. 

HUMBLY INSCRI^SD TO 

taS GRACE THE X)UKE OF NEWCASTLE, 

ONE OF HIS MAJESTY'S PRINCIPAL SECRETARIES OF STATE. 

** -r-Fatis contraria fata rependens." ViRO. 

AS when a traveller, a long day paft 
In painful fearch of what he cannot find, 
At night's approach, content with the next cot. 
There ruminates, a while, his labour loft ; 
Then chears his heart with what his fate affords, 5 
And chaunts his fonnet to deceive the time. 
Till the due feafon calls him to repofe : ^ 

Thus I, long-travePd in the ways of men. 
And -dancing, with the reft, the giddy maze, 
<Where difappointment fmiles at hope's career j xo 

Wam'd by the languor of life's evening ray. 
At length have hous'd me in an humble fhed ; 
Where, future wandering banifh'd from my thought. 
And waiting, patient, the fweet hour of rieft, 
: Vol, III. B I chace 



s YOUNG'S POEMS. 

I chace the moments with a ferious fong. 

Song fooths our pains ; and ^ge has pains to foot 

Whenage^ care, crime, and friends embracMat 
Tom ^om my bleeding breaft, and death's dark : 
Which hovers o'er me, quench th* ethereal fire 5 
Canft thou, O Night I indulge one labour more ? 
One labour more indulge ! then fleep, my ftrain 1 
Till, haply, wakM by Raphaers golden lyre, 
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and forrow, ce 
To bear a part in everlafting lays ; 
Though far, far higher fet, in aim, I truft, 
fiymphonious to this humble prelude here. 

Has not the Mule aflerted pUafures pure. 
Like thofe above $ exploding other joys ? 
Weigh what was urg*d, Lorenzo ! fsiirly weigh ; 
And tell me> haft thou caufe to triumph ftill ? 
I think, thou wilt forbear a boaft fo bdld. 
But if, beneath the £iYour of miftake. 
Thy fniile'*s iincere $ not more iincere can be 
Lorenzo^s fmUcy than my compaifion for him* 
The fick in body call for aid $ the iick 
In fnmd are covetous of more difeafe ; 
And when at Huorftt they dream themfelves quite 1 
To hww ourfelves difeasM» is half our cure. 
When naUwi's bluih by cufiom is wip'd off. 
And confcience, deadenM by repeated ftrokes> 
Has into manners naturaiii'd our crimes ; 
The curfe of corfcs is, our curfe to love ; 
To triumph in the blacknefs of our guilt 
j(At Indians glory in the deepeft jet). 



THE COMPLAINT, Night IX. 3 

I And throw afide oxLvfenfes with our peace. 45 

But grant no guilt, no fhame, no leaft alloy \ 
Grant joy and glory quite imfully'd (hone j 
Yet, ftill, it ill dcfervcs Lorenzo's heart, 
^ojoji no glory, glitters in thy fight. 
But, through the thin partition of an hour, 50 

I fee its fables wove by defliny ; 
, And that in forrow buiy'd ; tbisy in ihame ; 
While howling y«ri^>x ring the doleful knell ; 
And confcience^ now fo ibft thou fcarce canft hear 
Her whifper, echoes her eternal peal. 55 

Where, the prime aftors of the U&. year's fcene ; 
Their port fo proud, their buikin, and their plume ? 
How mxayjleep, who kept the world ammke 
With luftre, and with noife f has death proclaimed 
A tnfce, and hung his fated lance on high ? 6o 

'Tis brandilh'd ftill ; nor (hall the prefentyear 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf. 
Or fpread of feeble life a thinner fall. 

But needlefs monuments to wake the thought ; 
Life's gajfeji fcenes fpeak man's mortality j ^5 

• Though in a ftyle more florid, full as plain. 
As maufoleumsy pyramids, and tombs. 
What are our nobleft ornaments, but deaths 
Tum'd flatterers of life, in paint, or marble. 
The well-ftain'd canvas, or the featured ftone ? 7a 

Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the fcene. 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 

** Profeft dimerfions ! cannot thefe efcape ?"-^ 
Far from it : thefe prefent us with a ibroud ^ 

B z And 
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generous tears on wretches bom to die } 
* fate deploring, to forget our o«ivn I 
liat all the pomps and triumphs of our 1. 
egacies in bloflbm ? Our lean foil, 
iriant grown, and rank in vanities, 
I friends interrM beneath ; a rich manure 
other worms, we banquet on the dead ; 
other worms, ihall we crawl on, nor kn 
prefent frailties, or approaching fate f 
irenzo ! fuch the glories of the world I 
it is the world itfelf ? Tfy world— a grav 
re is the duft that has not been alive ? 
fpade, the plough, difturb our anceftors 
1 hijunan mould we reap our daily bread, 
globe around earth^s hollow furface fhak 
is the cieling of her ileeping fons* 
devaftation we blind revels keep ; 
>le bury'd towns fupport the dancer^s hec 



THE COMPLAINT, Night IX. $■ 

I Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. S05 

Nor man alone j his breathing buft expires, « ' 

His tomb is mortal ; empires die : where, now. 
The Roman ? Greek ? They ftalk, an empty |iame ! 
Yet few regard them in this ufeful light; 
Though half our learning is their epitaph. zip 

When down thy vale, unlockM by midnight thought^ 
That loves to wander in thy funlefs realms, 
O death ! I ftretch my view : what vifions rife I 
"What triumphs ! toils imperial ! arts divine I 
la witherM laurels glide before my fight ! n^. 

What lengths of far-fam*d ages, billow'd hig^ 
With human agitation, roll along 
In unfuhftantial images of air ! 
The melancholy ghofts of dead renown, 
Whifpering faint echoes of the world's applaufe, 120 
With penitential afpe£V, as they pafs, 
All point at earth, and hifs at human pride, 
The wifdom of the ivifey and prancings of the great. 

But, O Lorenzo ! far the reft above. 
Of .ghaftly nature, and enormous fize, 125 

One foi-m aflaults my fight, and chills my blood. 
And (hakes my frame. Of one departed world 
I fee the mighty (hadow : oozy wreath 
And difmal fea-weed crown her ; o>r her urn 
Reclin'd, (he weeps her defolated realms, 130 

And bloated fons ; and, weepinar, prophefies 
Another^ s diflblution, foon, in flames. 
But, like Caflandi-a, prophefies in vain 5 
In vain, to many; not, I tnift, to thee. 

B 3 For, 



mutual conflifl would they rife, and > 
rrnal war, till one was quite devour'd 
t not f6r tbisy ordain'd their boundlefs 
tien heaven's inferior inftnimcnts of vs 
r, famme, ffftilencCf are found too w 
fcourge a'world for her enormous cri 
rfe are let loofe, alternate : down they 
ift and tempeftuous, from th' eternal i 
th irrefiftible commiffion arm'd, 
e world, in vain corre6led, to deftroy. 
d eafe creation of the Ihocking fcene. 
>eeft thou, Lorenzo ! what depends on 
tfate of nature ; 2^% for man, her bin 
'tb^s a£lors change earth's tranfitory fc 
d make creation groan with human gi 
vf muft it groan, in a new deluge whe 
: not of waters ! at the deftin'd hour, 
the loud trumpet fummon'd to the ch: 



E COMPLAINT, Night IX. 7* 

Vefuvius J rocks eternal pour 165 

;ed mafs, as rivers once they pour'd ; 
, and final rum fiercely drives 
lare o'er creation !— while aloft, 

aftonifliment ! if more can be 1 
irmament than e'er was fecn, 170 

was thought by man ! far oihtrjiars ! 
ate, that govern thefe of fire 5 
Ttft ! — A fun, O how unlike 
at Bethlem ! how unlike the Man, 
n'd on Calvary ! — ^Yet He\t\%\ 175 

I of forrows ! O how changed ! what pomp » 
3r tcnible, all heaven defccnds ! 
y ambitious, triumph in his train, 
changel, with his golden wing, 
ind clouds, that darken and difgrace 180 
divine, fweeps ftars and funs afide. 

all drofs removM, heaven's own pure day, 
e confines of our aether, flames, 
eadful contraft!) far, how far beneath! 
(ling, belches forth her blazing feas, 185 

IS fulphureous ; her voracious jaws 
g wide, and roaring for her prey, 
) I welcome to this fcene ; the laft 
s courfe j the firft in wifdom's thought. 
rs, if aught can ftrike thee ; this awakes 190 
fupine ; this fnatches man from death, 
ufe, Lorenzo, then, and follow me, 
ath, the moft momentous man can hear, 
s my foul, and ardour wings her flight. 

B 4 I find 



-Q..., ..x^ ^Awiuiu KXy rnis por 
From tenfold darknefs ; fudden as th 
From fmitten fteel ; from nitrous gra 
Man, ftarting from his couch, (hall 1 
The day is broke, which never more 
Above, around, beneath, amazement 
Terror and glory join'd in their extre 
Our God in grandeur, and our <world 
All nature ftruggling in the pangs of 
Doft thou not hear her ? Doft thou no 
Her ftrong convulfions, and her final , 
Where are ^we nonv ? Ah me ! the gn 
On which we ftood j Lorenzo ! while i 
?rovide more firm fupport, or fink for 
^here ? How ? From whence ? Vain ho 
Where, where, for fhelter, (hall the g 
Vhcn conilemation turns the good mai 
Great day ! for which all other days 
or which earth rofe from chaosy man 



THE COMPLAINT, Nionr IX. ^ 

At ibougbt of thee !— and art thou abfent then ? 225 

Lorenzo ! no ^ *tis here ; it is begun ;— 

Already is begun the grand aflize, 

In thee, in all : deputed confcience fcales 

The dread tribunal, and foreftalls our doom ; 

Foreftalls; and, by foreftalling, proves it y«r^. 130 

Why on himfelf fhould man tvoid judgment pafs ? 

Is idle nature laughing at her Tons ? 

Who confcience fent, her fentence will fupport. 

And God above afTert that God in man. 

Thrice happy they I that enter no^w the court 235 
Heaven opens in their bofoms : but, how rare. 
Ah me 1 that magnanimity, how rare ! 
What hero, like the man who ftands himfelf j 
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone ; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings, ^40 
Refolv'd to filence future murmurs there ? 
The coward flies j and, flying, is undone. 
(Art thou a £oward ? No :) The coward flies j 
Thinks, but thinks flightly; alks, but fears Xoknotv^ 
Aflcs, " JVlat is truth /*" with Pilate ; and re^res; 245 
DiiToIves the court, and mingles with the throng j 
Afylum fad ! from reafon, hope, and heaven ! 

Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye. 
For that great day, which was ordainM/^r man ? 
O day of confummation ! mark fupreme 250 

(If men are wife) of human thought! nor leafl, 
Or in the fight of angels, or their King ! 
AngeUy whofe radiant circles, height o'er height. 
Order o'er order, rifmg, blaze o'er blaze, 

Ag 
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'i'o nature's renovation brighter chaj 
Shall man alone, whofe fate, wh( 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it fron 
1 think of nothing t\k ; I fee ! I fee 
All nature^ like an earthquake, trem 
All Deities, like fummer's fwarras. 
All balking in the full meridian bla2 
I fee the Judge inthronM ! the flamii 
The volume open'd ! openM every h( 
A fun-beam pointing out each fecret 
No patron ! interceffor none ! now p 
The fweet, the clement, mediatorial 
For guilt no plea! to pain, no paufe 
Inexorable, all ! and all, extreme ! 

Nor man alone j the foe of God an 
From his dark den, bkfpheming, dn 
And rears his brazen front, with thu 
Receives his fentence, and begins his 
All vensreance */»/? r%r,«. r, i 



THE COMPLAINT, Night IX. ii 

Tht period i from created beings lock' d 285 

In darknefs. But the procc/s, and the place. 

Are lefs obfcure ; for thefe may maH enquire. 

Say, thou great clofe of human hopes and fears ! 

Great key of hearts ! great finiflier of fates I 

Great end ! and great beginning I fay, Where art thou? 

Art thou in time, or in eternity ? 

Nor in eternity, nor time, I find thee. 

Thefe, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 

(Monarchs of all elapsM, or unamv'd !) 

As in debate, how beft their powers aily'd, 195 

May fweil the grandeur, or difcharge the wrath, 

Of Him, whom both their monarchies obey. 

Time, this faft fabric for him built (and doomM 
With him to fall) mix) burfting o'er his head 5 
His lamp, the fun, extinguifh*d j from beneath 300 
The frown of hideous darknefs, calls his fons 
From their long dumber ; from earth's heaving womb^ 
To fecond birth ! contemporary throng ! 
Rous'd at One call, upftarted from One bed, 
Prcft in One croud, appall'd with One amaze, 305 
He turns them o'er. Eternity ! to thee. 
Then (as a king deposed difdains to live) 
He falls on his own fey the ; nor falls alone \ 
His greateft foe falls with him ; Time, and he 
Who murder'd all Time's offspring. Death, expire. 31* 

Time was 1 Eternity now reigns alone I 
Aweful Eternity I offended queen I 
And her refentment to mankind, how jud I 
With kind intent, foliciting accefs. 

How 



--'""> ner twice ten thou 
5^,?"'^ fr"-" Indus to the fro 
WiA banner, ftreaming a, tl.e 
And clarions, louder than the, 
S?»orous as mmortal breath ca 
J°7/r'''!'«-n'yriads.poten 
OfJ.Sht.ofdarknefsjinan.i, 
An/,*'.""""^'' Populous, a 
A neut^l region I there to mark 

Detain d them clofefpeaators,tl 
^*^ ages, ripening to this grand, 
Ag«s, asyetum,umbe?'d, butb 
^^o now, pronouncing fe„tenc% 
T&.^nghts of virtue, and his o,^ 
Affll ^/''''"'"'°"*^««ence, 
Affignsthefever-dfh««gdifti„a' 

The deed predominant! the H«.^. 



THE COMPLAINT, Night IX. i^ 

Then, from the ciyftal battlements of heaven, 345 
Down, down, fhe hurls it through the dark profoundj 
Ten thoufand thoufand fathom j there to mil. 
And ne^er unlock her refolution more'. 
The deep refounds j and hell, through all her glooms, 
^Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar« 35* 

O how unlike the chorus of the ikies ! 
O how unlike thofe ihouts of joy, that ihake 
The whole ethereal I How the concave rings I 
Nor ftrange I when deities their voice exalt ^ 
And louder far, than when creation rofe, 355 

To fee crsatum's godlike aim, and end. 
So well accompliih'd ! fo- divinely clos'd 1 
To fee the mighty dramatift's ]a&. aft 
(As meet) in glory ri£ng o'er the reft. 
. No fancyM God, a God indeed^ defcends, 36« 

To folve all knots i to ftrike the moral homej 
To throw full day on darkeft fcenes of time ; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole. 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praif^ 
The charm'd fpe6lators thunder their.applauie I 365 
And the vaft void beyond, applaufe refounds. 

mat then am I P^ 

Amidft applauding worlds. 
And worlds celeftial, is there found on earth, 
A peevifh, diiTonant, rebellious fhing, yfo 

Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains f 
Cenfure on thee, Lorenzo 1 I fufpend. 
And turn it on myfelf\ how greatly due ! 
All, all is right \ by God ordain'd or done s 

And 



oiiice ^aam teli> no mortal, uninfpir 
Has ever yet conceived, or ever (hall> 
How kind Is God, how great (if goo' 
No man too largely from heaven's lov 
If what is bop^d he labours tofecure. 
Ills ?— there are none : AU-gracious J 
Prom man full many ! numerous is th 
Df blacked: ills, and thofe immortal t 
Begot by madnefs on fair liberty ; 
Heaven's daughter, hell-debauch'd ! i 
Jnlocks deftru6lion to the Tons of me, 
?*irft barr'd by tbiue : high-walPd witl 
juarded with terrors reaching to this 
Vnd cQver'd with the thunders of thy 
AThofe threats are mercies, whofe inju 
\.infting, not reftraining, reafoiCs cho 
Yhofe fan6lion$, unepvoidabU refults 
^roxfi nature's courfe, indulgently rtv( 



XHE COMPLAINT, meiif «. ty 

Aug^t elfe die ttame «f wwidtrfid retatnft) 
What rocks are tb^, on which to build ottr tnkft ! 4S1 
Tb^ ways aditoit no tdoftiifti $ none I find{ 
Or this «lon«-^<' 7>4:/ Mtt^ a !» hefiumL^ 
Not one,' to foften cenjuris hardy erimd $ 
^ot oM> 'to palliate paevifli gtief^s Complatnti 
Who like a drnmn^ niHrmuriiig-l&oi& the duft» ^7^ 
Dares into jndgmeiitcall her Jtidge.— Saproflse 1 
For^IUefsthees moK/ for the>gt«^rrp; 
* Her deith--iMy tr^n at hand^^the fiery gulph. 
That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent 1 
It thunders ;-*bttt it thunders to preferve 5 475 

Jt ftreagthelis what it ftr*es ; its wholfome dread 
Averts the dreaded pain j its hideous grOans 
. Join heaven 'S fwcet hallelujahs in thy praife. 
Great Soutte of good alone I How kind in all ! 
■ In vengeance kind ! pain^ deathy gehenneiy Save. -49* 

Thus, in thy world material. Mighty Mind! 
'Not that alone which y&to^x, VL.nd Jbinesy 
The rougif and gloomy, challenges our praife* 
The nMHtair is as needful as iht firing j 
The thundery as the fun 5 a ftagnate mafs 4S1 

Of va^xmrs breeds a peftilcntial air : 
Nor more propitious the Favdnian l>reete 
To natttre*s health, than purifying ftorms ; 
The dread Volcano minifterd to |bod. 
Its fmother'd flames might ufidtrmine the world, 4^0 
Loild ^tnits fulmmdte in ieve to man ; 
Cometi ^ood omens are> w^heYl duly fcanaM^ 

Vox. III. C Aiid, 

* Lucia. 



— ..«« ..4iiM» uic luicuioir, ** "ibatt 
'Ti« heavep^s laft effort of good-> 
When ^aiu can't blefs, heaven qi 
Who fails to grieve, when juft oc 
Or grieves too much, deferves not 
Inhuman, or effeminate, his heart 
Reafon abfolves the grief, which r 
May heaven ne'er truft my friend 
Till it has taught him how to beai 
By.previous pain ; and made itfaj 
Sutb fmiles are mine, ^nd fucb ma 
Kor hazard their extinction, from 
My chai)ge of heart a change of Ji 
The Confolation cancels the Comp 
And makes a convert of my guilty 
AHjf when o'er-labourM, and im 
A- panting traveller fome rifmg grc 
Some fmall afcent, has gain'd, he tu 
And meafures with his eye the vari 
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And, confcious of her prtidence in repofe, ' 

Paufe i and with pleafure meditate an end. 

Though ftill remote ; fo fruitful is my theme. j»| 

Through many a field of morale ^xkAdivuts^ 

The Muie has ftrayM \ and much of forraiw foen 

In human ways ; and muph oi falfe and ^m» $ 

Which none, who travel this bad road, can miff. 

Qi'etfriends decea^^dt£M heartily ihe wept j 530 

Of love diwne the wonders fiie difplayM ; 

Prov'd man immortal \ (hew'd theyowrf* Pf josf\ 

The grand tribunal raisM 5 aflign'd the boimds 

Of bumott grief : in fe^w, to clofe the whole, 

The moral Mufe has ihadow'd out a fketch, 5)5 

Though jiot in form, nor with a Raphael -ftroke, - 

Of moft our weaknefs needs belte<ve, or do^ 

In this our land of travel and of hope, 

Por peace on earth, or profpe£l of the^w. 

^ What then remains ? Much! much! a mighty debt 
To be difcharg'd : thefe thoughts, O Night! are thine| 
Trom thee they came, like lovers' fecret fighs. 
While others flept. So Cynthia (poets feign) 
In ihadows veil'd, fo ft- Hiding from her fphere^ 
Her ihepherd chear'd j of her enamoured lefs, 54.5 

Than I of thee.— And art thou ftill unfung. 
Beneath whofe brow, and by whofe aid, I fing } 
Immortal iilence 1 where (hall I begin f 
Where end ? Or how Ileal muilc from the fpheres, . . 
To footh their goddefs I ^ 550 

I O majeftic Night! 

I JV'ator^V great anceftor ! i/^'j elder-born ! 

C a And 



^n sunpic vorae-Gi arapciy uivinei 
Thy ikfiwug" mantic fontr j nidy he&< 
AffcdDminoufly ftnsc thy pompouv train 
Thy gloomy grandeun (naturt*s itroi 
Infpiring vfy^ 1) chum a grateful 1«: 
And, like » Mle curtail fhirrM with 
Drawn o'eo my labours paft, (hall clo 
. And what, Oman ! fo foovrtby to I 
"What more prepares ns for the fongs 
Creation, of archangels is the theme I 
What, to be fung, fo needfid? Wha 
"Celeftial joys prepare tis to fiiffain ? 
The foufof man; His face defign*d t« 
>'M9 firvr thefe wonders to be fecn by 
Has here sr pMrious ffcene of objefts' j 
On whicllfte dwell ; to ftretch tathat 
Of thougfet, tor life to thaC exaked he 
OF idrairatkm, to contrail: that awe. 
And give her whole capacities tbat ftr 



THE COMPLAINT, Nig^t IX. ,« 

The whoJBS jcxea^uo^ leaves w iHiooan besiJl« i 

Thouy who 4li4& tpvch the lip gf JeSk^ io^^ 

Rapt in fwieet contexapiatioa of thefe fyre^, 

^d i^ j^is ^larp in cpncert wi^ the ijpheFes s 5 S 5 

While of thy works material th^ Supreme 

I dare attempt, aiEft my ii9w% ^g* 

Loofe me from earth* s inclofurei from theyiuV 

CoittraSUd circle iet my heart at lar^ \ 

Eliminate my ipiiit, give it rapge 590 

Through provinces of thought yet unexplored \ 

Teach me, hy this ^pen^o^ fcaffolding, 

Creation^s golden fteps, to climb to Thee, 

Teach me with art grcfit natftre to control. 

And %read a luftce o'ler the Aiades of night, 595 

Feel I thy kind afient ? and jMl the/i/« 

Be ieen at Midnigbt, nfing in my ibng ? 

Lorenzo t come, and warm thee : thou, whoTe heart, 
Whofe little heart, is muor'd within a nook 
^f this obfcure terreiliial, anchor weigh. 600 

Another ocean calls, a mbler port ; 
I am thy pilot, I thy profperous gale. 
Gainful thy voyage through yon azure main ;~ 
Main, without tempeft, pirate, rock, or ftiore 5 
And whence thou may'ft import eternal wealth $ 605 
And leave to beggared minds the pearl and golii. 
Thy travels doft thou boaft o'er foreign realms ? 
Thou Jlranger to the ivorldf thy tour begins 
Thy tour thi'ough nature'' s univerlal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at large, 6ro 

On foaring fouls, that fail among the fpheres 5 

C 3 And 



-, ^nriucenttjy fteal celeftial fire, 
And kindle our devotion at the/^rx; 
A theft, that fhall not chain, but fet t 
Above our atmofpherc's kiteftine wa 
Kain's fountain-head, the magazine of 
Above the northern neft« of feather'd fi 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming 
That forms the crooked lightning j abo 
Where infant tempefts wait their growin 
And tune their tender voices to that roai 
Which foon, perhaps, ihali ftiake a guilt 
Above mifconftrued omens of the (k.y, 
Far-travel'd comets' calculated blaze ; 
illance thy thought, and think of more tl 
Thy foul, till now, contrafted, withered 
lighted by blafts of earth's unwholfome 
/ill bloifom here j fpread- all her facultii 
thefe bright ardoui's ; eveiy power un 
ad rife into fublimities of ^^ — ' 



THE COMPLAINT, NicHt IX. ly 

In ways immoral ? The Stars call thee back ; . 
And, if obeyM their counfel, fet thee right. 

This profpeft vaft, what is it ? — Weighed aright 
'Tis nature's fyftera of divinity, 
And every ftudent of the Night infpiresr 64^ 

'Tis elder Scripture, writ by God''s own hand : 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by man. 
Lorenzo ! with my Radius (the rich gift 
Of thought no6lurnall) I '11 point out to thee 
Its various lefTons i fome that may furprize 650 

An un-adept in myfteries of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, expelled iii her fchool, 
Nor.thought to grow on planet, or on iVar. 
Bulls, lions, fcorpions, mongers here we feign \ 
Ourfelves more monftrous, not to fee what here 655 
Exiifts indeed 'i-^di le6iure to mankind. 

What read we here /'— Th\ exiftence of a God I 
Yes \ and of other beings, man above ; 
Natives of ^ther ! Sons of higher climes t 
And, what may move Lorenzo's wonder more, 660 
Eternity is written in the ikies. 
And whofe eternity ? — Lorenzo I Thine ; 
Mankind^s eternity. Nor Faith alone. 
Virtue grows here ; here fprings the fovereign cure 
Of almoft every vice ; but chiefly Thine ; 665 

Wrath y Pride, Ambit ion , and impure Dejire, 

Lorenzo ! Thou canft wake at midnight too> 
Though not on Morals bent : Ambitiony Pleafure / 
Thofe tyrants I for Thee fo * lately fought, 

C 4 Afford 
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« ,r^i. luige aoa liage> of riot^ lad cabs 
And lift thine eye, (if hold an eye to lifi 
If hold to meet the face of injured heavei 
To yonder ftars :. For odier ends they (hi 
Than to light reycllert from ihame to iha 
fVndy thus, he made accoD4>lices ia guilt 
Why from yon arch, that infinite of f{ 
Vith infinite of lucid orbs replete, 
Vhich dtt the living firmament on fiire. 
It the firft glance, in fuch an overwhelm 
f vfonderfuly on man*s aftonifliM fight, 
ufhes omnipotence ?— Ta curb our prUe 
ur reafon rouie> and lead it to that powei 
^hofe love lets down thefe filver chains of 
draw up man''s ambitiou to bimfelfy 
nd bind our cbafie afe&ions to his throne 
lus the three virtues, leaft aliw on earth, 
id welcomM on heaven^s coaft with mofl 
I humble i pun^ and A^/«t.^/-. ^- » » * 



THE COMPLAINT, Nmsijt IX, «s 
Sw€pt intCFckange ^f rajrsy rtcciv'd, retiiynMj 700 . 
Enlightening, and enlighUn'd ! All| at once,. 
Attra^ngft wdattrai5U4i P*triot-lik..c, 
None fins a^j^nft the welfare of the v^hole $ 
But their reoiprocal, unfelfifh aid. 
Affords an emblem oi millennial love. 70 5^. 

Nothing in nature, much lefs confcious beii^, 
Wa$ cV crejited folely for itfelf : 
Thus man hh/overeign duty learns inrthis 
Material pifiUure of .hencYolence. 

And know, of all mir fupercilious race, , 71©: 

Thou moft inflammable ! Thou wafp of men ! ' 
Man's angry fa^ear^, infpjejSed^ would be found 
As rightly fet, as are the ftarry fpheres j 
'Tis nature's ftrufture, broke by ftubboia VJiUf 
Breeds all that un-£ele|tial difcocd there* ^lSx 

Wilt thou net feel the bias nature gave ? 
Canft thou defcend fiom converfe with the flues. 
And fcize thy brother's throat ?— For wh?it— a clod^ 
An inch of earth? The planets cry, " Forbeai,'' 
Th^y chace our double darknefs ; nature^ s gloom, 720:^ 
And (kinder ftill 1) our intelle^ual night«. 

And fee,' 4ay^s amiable iifter fends 
Uer invitation, in the fofteft rays 
Gf mitigated luftre ; courts thy fight, 
Which fui&rs from her tyrant- brother's blaze. 7*5; 
Night grants thee the full freedom of the ikies. 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye 5 
With gain, ^ndjqy, flie brjbes thee to be wife. 
Night opes the nobleil fcenes, and iheds an awe. 

Which; 



uman hearts at glorious objects glow, 
i admiration can infpire delight. 
VTiat fpeak I more, than I, This morr 
th pleafing ftupor firft the foul is ftruck 
jpor ordained to make her truly wife ! 
jn into tranfport ftarting from her tran< 
th love, and admiration, how fhe glov 
s gorgeous apparatus. ! This difplay ! 
s oftentation of creative power ! 
.8 theatre !— what eye can take it in ? 
what divine enchantment was ifraisM. 

minds of the firft magnitude to launcl 
mdlefs fpeculation, and adore ? 

fun by day, by night Ten thoufand fh 
d light us deep into the Deity ; 
V boundlefs in magnificence and mighi 
/hat a confluence of ethereal fires, 
m urns un-numbered, down the fteep 

ams to a noint. nnrl r<»nfrPG Jn »viir CrA 
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all-animating birth I 76a 

thy Hhn who made it !' Worthy praifc ! 
;' pmife mors than human ! nor denyM 
D/'uinW— But though man, drown'd in deep-,. 
s his homage, not idone I wake ; 
on 8 fwarm unfeen, and fmg, unheard 7^5. 
car, the glorious Architeft, 
is univerfal temple hung 
ts, with innumerable lights, 
religion on the foul ; at once, 
>, and the Preacher /• O how loud: 770 

rotion ! genuine growth of night ! 
I ! daughter oraftronomy ! 
ut aftronomer is mad', 
\ things fpeak a God"; but fn the fmall, 
out Him ; in great, He fcizes man j. 775; 
I elevates, and wraps, and fills 
inquiries, 'mid aflbciates new. 
re ftars ! ye planets ! tell me, all 

and planeted, inhabitants ! What is it ? 
ihefe fons of wonder ? Say, proud arch, 780" 
'hofe azure palaces they dwell); 
divine ambition ! in difdain 
uilt I built in the tafte of heaven ! 
ve ! ample dome ! waft thou defign'd 
artment for the Deity ? — 785: 

'hat thought alone thy ftate impairs, 
inks, and (hallows thy profound, 
htens thy diffufi've\ dwarfs the whole, 
s an univerfe an Orrery, 

]But 



: Yuft dHploiion diiCpates the clouds^ 
ckM aether's billows daih the diftant^ 
as (but far more) th' expanding rounc 
1 leaves a mighty void, a fpacious woi 
^ht teem with new creation ; re-inflanc 
f lumijiaricfs triumph, and aiTume 
inity themfelvcs. Nor was it ftrange, 
tter high-wrought to Aich furprizing j 
h godlike glory, ftole the ftyle of god? 
m ages dark, obtufe, and fteep'd in^ 
, fure, to fenfe, they truly are divine^ 
d half-abfolvM idolatry from guilt; 
r, turned it into virtue. Such it fwas 
:hofe, who put forth all they had of n 
loft, to lift their thought, nor mounte 
;, weak of wings, on planets perch'd \ as 
lat was their higheft, muft be their ad 
lut They how *weak, who could no h 
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(at He «0OJB derive in wide estKibts), %t^ 

n the bofom of lii« unmrfe, 

down that reafoumg arite> t&at inie£V,. matt^ 

iwl, and gaze, and wonder at the' fcene ?<— 

nan might Ae^er fR^Attne Xis pde^ annucmient 

[b^tief of wottdofs iff bimfdf: 9x5 

3od be leftr AirsLctdtofOs, than whut 

nd hft« formrd ? SMI iiD^^Mftr delcend 

vi'fitf/f trims T Thiftgtf more ele<^ate, 

re fbniliar ? Unei^eated lie 

)birioli$ tllatf CfeHed, XA Afe gral^ 8^ 

nan Ihougilt r The mitn of wdnde^fbl 

-d in Him^ the iMre we ihoifid ^dbtt. 

we conceive Wm^ God Re eould nAt bej 

not GM, dr <u;# conM not Be nten. 

I akkie eatf comprehend a God j 831 

diftancd ho# iinmettr<»t Ottyitt-il a theme, 

this, £oren20l (ftemp it ne^df fe (bange) 

g c2Xkfatufy^ fmt wbtft Ottfimndsi 

g, but li^af mjh/ti/hei^ it /^»tf • 

ene thon (befV, atteffis ^e traifi I (Sfl>g^, ^^t^ 

^eiy ftar ihedt figfit upon t&y creed. 

ftsf^, tlA» fOrnitiufe^ 4ut coff of hearen, 

ripar$id, diou haift cte^er beHev'd ; 

ine 4j^ tielltf thee, the" rw/kmee h tine. 

and of natui« <ts tb*^ AIinfglity*t oadi, 84^^ 

on's court, to filence mfbehef. 

r my mind, opening at this foene, imbibet 

oral emanationt of the ikies, 

nought, jperhi^$r Lorenzo left admiret f 

Ha$ 



...wtic » audience? Turn v 
From whom they ceme> -or wha 
For man'S'Cmokiment ; fole cau. 
Their grande«ir to man^s eye ? L 
Let thought, awaken'd, take the 
And glaiice from eail to weft, fro 
Who fees, jbut is confounded, or 
Renounces Reaftn, or a God adoc 
Mankind was fent into the world 
Sight gives the Science needful to t 
That obvious fcience zQls /malHesn 
Wouldft thou on .metaphyftc pinion 
Or wound .thy patience ^mid logic i 
Or travel hiftoiy's enormous round 
Natun no fuch hard talk injoins : i 
A make to man dire6^ive of his tho 
A make fet upright, pointing to th 
As who /hall fay, " Read^hy chief 
Too late to read this »*^ -»•*-'* 
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'enly liveries, diftinftly clad, * S80 

green, purple, pearl, or downy gold, 
:ommix'd ; they ftand, with wings outfpread, 
ng to catch the Mailer's leaft command, 
f through Nature^ ere the moment ends 5 
rs innumerable I — Well conceived 885 

tOMi and hy Cbrtftian I O^flt each fphere 
s an angel, to dire£l its courfe, 
ed, or fan, its flames ; or to difcharge 
ligh trufts unknown. For who can fee 
omp of matter, and imagine, M<W, 890 

lich ^ne Inanimate was made, 
iparingly difpens'd ? Thkt nobler fon, 
er the great Sire !«^'Tis thus the ikies 

us of fuperiors numberlefs, 
ch, in ExceUencty above mankind, 895 

ive Earthy in Magnitude^ the Spheres, 
as a cloud of witneiles, hang o'er us | 
rong'd theatre are all our deeds ^ 
6, a thoufand demigods defcend 
;ry beam we fee, to walk with men* 909 

1 reflef^ion ! . Strong reftraint from ill ! 

here, our virtue finds ftill ftronger aid 
^hefe ethereal glories Senfe iiirveys. 
ling, like magic, ibrikes from this blue vault ; 
uft attention is it vicw*d ? We feel 905 

ieniiiccour, unimplorM, unthought; 
' herfelf does half the work of Man, 
ivers, mountains, forefts, defarts, rocks, 
romontoryfa height, the depth profound 

Of 



^v'hTiefi infufe—But what of 
Nothing ;_or we rtinft own the 1 
Much lef, in ^rft-VaJn jfttf 1 
Howdoft thou fwell andArut, w 
To ihew thy littlenefs I What chi 

Thy watery columns fquirted to, 
Thy bafon-d rivm. tod imprifen 
Thy mountains jnoulded into Fon 
rhy hundred-gated Capiiob/ ot ' 
Where three day* ftavel left o» mi 

G«mg on miracles by mortal, wr, 
Arches triumphal, theatres immeni 
3r„odd«gC<r^,j,^ pendent in mi, 

Vhatthenthefofceoffuchfuperio 
^n^er a temple, h will ftrikej,^ 

^ii« awe from This the Deitrh,. 
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And yet, fo thwarted nature^s kind defign 940 

y daring man, he makes her facred awe 

rhat.guard from ill) his flielter, his temptation 

"o more than common guilt, and quite inverts 

leleftial art*s intent. The trembling ftars 

ee crimes gigantic, ftalking through the gloom 945 

Vith front ercft, that hide their head by day, 

b>d making night ftill darker by their deeds. 

lumbering in covert, till the ihades defcend, 

\apine and Murder^ link'd, now prowl for prey» 

The mifer earths his treafure ; and the thief, 950 

iVatching the mole, half-beggars him ere morn« 

Jow Plots f and foul ConfpiracieSf awake 5 

Vnd, muffling up their horrors from the moon, 

lavock and devaftation they prepare, 

Vnd kingdoms tottering in the field of blood, 955 

^ow ions of riot in mid-revel rage, 

AThat fhall I do • — Supprefs it ? or proclaim ?— 

Nhjjleeps the thunder ? Now, Lorenzo ! now> 

lis beft fiiend's couch the rank adulterer 

\icends fecure ; and laughs at gods and men. 960 

^repofterous madmen, void of fear or ihame, 

Lay their crimes bare to thefe chafte eyes of heaven ; 

Ifet (brink, and fhudder, at a mortal's fight. 

iVere moon, and ftars, for villains only made ? 

Vo guide, jttfcreen them, with tenebrious light? 965 

Mo ; they were made to fafhion the fublime 

Df human hearts, and <wifer make the H'lfe, 

Thofe ends were anfwer'd once ; when mortals lIvM 
)f ftronger wing, of aquiline aicent 
Vol. III. D In 



^ iix, |Aiiiuii u uuwiy ana tie ot lui 
With him of Corduba (immortal n; 
In thefe unbounded, and Elyfian, v 
An area fit for Gods, and Godlike 
They took their nightly round, thrc 
By Seraphs trod j inftrufted, chiefly 
To tread in Their bright footfteps hi 
To walk in worth ftill brighter than 
7bere they contra6led their contempt 
Of hopes eternal kindled, There, thi 
There, as in near approach, they glo 
(Great viAtants !) more intimate wit) 
More worth to Men, more joyous to 
Through 'various Virtues, they, with 
The Zodiac of their learn'd, illuftrioi 
In Chriflian hearts, O for a Pagan 
\ needful, but opprobrious prayer ! as 
>ur Ardour Lefs, as Greater is our L 
IowmonftrousThisinMw^i[f/ Scarce 
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Thefe doftors ne'er were penfion'd to deceive thee j 1000 

And Pagan tutors are thy taftei— They taught, 

Tbaty narrow views betray to mifery : 

That J wife it is to comprehend the whole : 

Tbaty Virtue^ rofe from Nature, ponder'd well. 

The fingle bafe of Firiue huih to heaven : 1005 

That God, and Nature, our attention claim : 

That, Nature is the glafs refle6ling God, 

As, by the Sea, reflected is the Sun, 

Too glorious to be gazM on in his fphere : 

That, Mind immortalloves immortal aims : icio 

That, boundlefs Mind affe^ls a boundlefs Space : 

That vaft furveys, and the fublirae of things, 

The foul affimilate, and make her great : 

That, therefore, heaven her glories, as a fund 

Of infpiration, thus fpreads out to man. 1015 

Such are their doftrines ; fucb the Night infpif'd. 

And what more true ? What truth of greater weight ? 
The foul of man was made to walk the fldes 5 
Delightful outlet of her prifon Here! 
Tbere, difincumber'd from her chains, the ties 1020 
Of toys terreftrial, fhe can rove at large, 
Tbere, freely can refpire, dilate, extend, 
In full proportion let loofe all her powers 5 
And, undehtded, grafp at fomething great. 
Nor, as a ftranger, does fhe wander there ; 1075 

But, >^onderful herfelf, thrpugh wonder ftrays 5 
Contemplating their grandeur, firds her oivni 
Dives deep in their oeconomy divine, 
Sits high in judgment on their various laws, " 

D 2 And, 



MlS hartb the body, fmce, the Skies ft 
The foul with food, that gives iramon 
"^all it. The noble pafture of the Mina 
iVTiich there expatiates, ftrengthens, a 
Vnd riots through the luxuries of thou 
'all it, The Garden of the Dchy^ 
lofTomM with ftars, redundant in the | 
f fruit ambroAal ; moral fruit to roan. 
tU ity The breaft-plate of the true Hit 
rdent with gems oracular, that give, 
points of higheft moment, right refpc 
id ill neglefled, if we prize our peace. 
Thus, have we found a true aftrology 
us, have we found a new, and noble 
which alone ftars govern human fates, 
hat the Stars (as fome have feign'd) 1 
odihed, and havock, on embattled rez 
1 refcued Monarchs from fo black a g 
rbon ! thi« wt^ ^ — 



THE COMPLAINT, Night IX. 37 

Baftile thy Tutor : Grandeur all thy aim ? 1060 

As yet thou know'ft not what it is : how great. 
How glorious, tbefif appears the Mind of man. 
When in it all the flars, and planets, roll ! 
And what '\tfeemsy it is : Great objefts make 
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge j 1065 
nofe ftill more Godlike, as Thefe more divine. 

And more divine than Tbefey thou canft not fee. 
Dazzled, o'er-powerM, with the delicious draught 
Of mifcellaneous fplendors, how I reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate, without end I i ©7a 
An Eden, this ! a Paradife unloji I 
I meet the Deity in every view. 
And tremble at my nakednefs before him I 
O that I could but reach the 7ree of Life I 
For Here it grows, unguarded from our tafte 5 1075 
No Flaming Sivord denies our entrance Here ; 
Would man but gather, he mij^ht li'vefor ever* 

Lorenzo ! much of Moral haft thou feen. 
Of curious arts ait thou more fond ? Then mark 
The Matbematic glories of the ikies, io8» 

In number, weight, and meafure, all ordain'd. 
Lorenzo^s boafted builders, Cbance, and Fate^ 
Are left to finifti his aerial towers 5 
Wifdom and Cboice, their well-known chara£lers 
Here de^ imprefs ; and claim it for their own. 1085 
Though fplendid all, no fplendor void of ufe j 
Ufe rivals Beauty 5 Art contends with Power j 
No wanton wafte, amid efFufe expence j 
The great Oeponomift adjufting all 

D 3 '\^ 



A jicn, tneie aenal racers, O how fw 
How the fliaft loiters from the ftrong 
Spirit alone can diftance the career. 
Orb abore orb afcending without end 
Circle in circle, without end, inclos'i 
Wheel, within wheel j Ezekiel ! like 
Like thine, it feeras a vifion or a drea 
Though y^^«, we labour to believe it i 
What involution I what extent ! what 
Of worlds, that laugh at Earth I imn 
[mmenfely diftant from each other^s fp 
Wliat, then, the wondrous Space thro 

roll ? 
\t once it quite ingulphs all human tl 
Pis comprehendon's abfolute defeat. 
Nor think thou feeft a wild diforder i 
lirough this illufbrious chaos to the fi, 
orangemcnt neat, and chafteft order, 
*he path orefcribM. invi<^loKKr i,«~4. 
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r motion, all ! yet what profound repofe ! 
''hat fervid a6Vion, yet no noife ! as aw'd 1120 

o filence, by the-prefence of their Lord ; . 
r hulh'd by His command, m love to man^ 
nd bid let fall foft beams on human reft, 
^efs themfelves. On yon coerulean plain, 
. exultation to Their God, and Thine, 1125 

hey dance, they fing eternal jubilee,. 
ernal celebration of His praife- 
it, fmce \.)\t\r Song arrives not at our ear, 
fieir Dance perplexed exhibits to the fight 
ir Hieroglyphic of His peerlefs power. 1 1 30 

ark, how the Labyrinthian turns they take^ 
hie circles intricate, and myftic maze,., 
cave the grand cypher of Omnipotence 5 - 
> Gods, how great ! how legible to Man I 
Leaves fo much wonder greater wondec ftill ? 1135 
here are the pillars that fupport the fkies ? 
hat more than Atlantean ihoulder props^ 
1* incumbent load ? what magic, what ftrange art, 
fluid air thefe ponderous orbs fuftains ? 
ho would not think them hung in golden chains ?— — 
id fo they are ; in the high will of heaven, 
hich fixes all; makes adamant of air, 
air of adamant 5 makes all of nought, 
nought of all j iffuch the dread decree. . 
[raagine from their deep foundations torn 1 14^ 

le moft gigantic fons of earth, the broad 
id towering Alps, all toft into the Tea j 
id, light as down, or volatile as air> 

D 4. TV^vt 



xu a lar tumner element fuftalnM, 
And afting the fame part, wilh greater 
More rapid movement, and for nobleft 
More obvious ends to pafs, are not t^ 
The feats majeftic, proud imperial thror 
On which angelic delegates of heaven, 
At certain perjods, as the Sovereign nod 
Difcharge high trufts of Vengeance^ or o 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand 
And a£ts moft folemh ftill more folemni 
Ye Citizens of air ! what ardent thanks 
What full effufion of the grateful heart, 
Is due from man indulgM in fuch a figl 
A fight fo noble ! and a fight fo kind ! 
It drops netv truths at every nefiv furvej 
Feels not Lorenzo fomething ftir within. 
That fweeps away all period ? As thefe 
Meafure duration, they no lefs infpire 
The OoHIJlrA 1,— -.r • • 
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I Eternity, for man ordainM, 

; his deilin*d midnight counfellors, xx8o 

arsy had never whifper'd it to man. 

informs, but ne'er in/ults, her fons. 

he then kindle the moft ardent wifh 

ppoint it ?— That is blafphemy. 

)f thy creed a fecond article, 1185 

tous, as the exiftence of a God, 

d (as I conceive) where rarely fought ; 

ou may'ft read thy Soul immortal. Here* 

, then, Lorenzo I on thefe glories dwell 5 

lit the gilt, illuminated, roof, 11 90 

ills the wretched Gay to dark delights, 

les ? — This is one divinely bright j 

n-endanger'd in health, wealth, or fame, 

through the faireft, and the Sultan fcorn. 

e as I'bou, no Crefcent holds fo fair, 119*5 

L, which on his turbant awes a world ; 

inks the Moon is proud to copy him. 

n her, and gain more than worlds can give, 

i fuperior to the charms of Ponver, 

nuffled in delutions of this life ! zaoo 

nder Moon turn ocean in his bed> 

ide to fide, in conftant ebb and flow,. 

jrify from ftcnch his watery realms ? 

lils her moral influence ? wants ihe power 

n Lorenzo's ftubborn tide of thought 1205: 

lagnating on Eiartb's infefted ihore, 

arge ffom nuifance his corrupted heart ? 

er attra6lioi[i when it draws to heaven ? 

Nay 



.ife of life, the ZeJI of worldly blifs : 
fe on earth amounts — to what ? To 7y 
I to be Suffer' d'y bleffings to be Ltft :^ 
s richeft inventory boafts no more, 
higher fcenes be, then, the call obey'd 
rac gaze l^Of gazing there 's no end. 
me think ! — Thought too is wilder'd I 
d-way flight imagination tires ; 
>on re-prunes her wing to foar anew, 
oint unable to forbear, or gain 5 
eat the pleafure, fo profound the plan ! 
iquet, this, where men and angels mee 
he fame Mannoy mingle earth and hea' 
diftant fome of thcfe nocturnal funs ! 
ftant (fays the fage), 't were not abfun 
loubt, if beam?, ft:t out at Nature's bit 
^et arrived at this fo foreign world j 
igh nothing half fo rapid as their flight 
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In conqueft o'er the tenth part of a grain. 

And- yet Lorenzo calls for miracles, 1240 

To give his tottering faith a folid bafe. 
Why call for lefs than is already thine ? 
Thou art no novice in theology j 
What is a Miracle ? — Tis a reproach^ 
*Ti8 an implicit fatire, on mankind \. x*45. 

And while it fat'ufiesy it cenfures too. 
To common fenfe, great Nature's courfe proclaims 
A Deity : when mankind falls afleep, 
A Miracle is fent, as an alarm ; 
To wake the world, and prove Him o'er again, 12 5a 
By recent argument, but not mottftrong. 
Say, which imports more plenitude of power. 
Or nature's laws to fixy or to repeal? 
To nuike a fun, or flop his mid career ? 
To countermand his orders, and fend back 1*5 5" 

The flaming courier to the frighted Eaft, 
Warm'd, and aftonifh'd, at his evening ray ? 
Or bid the Moon, as witli her journey tir'd. 
In Ajalon's foft, flowery vale repofe ? 
Great things arethefej ftill greater, to create, 1260 
From Adanv's bower look down through the whole train 
Of miracles j — refiftlefs is their power ? 
They da not, can not, more, amaze the mind, 
Than this, caWd un-miraculous furvey^^ 
If duly weigh'd^ if rationally feen, ^ 1265 

If feen with human eyes. The Brute^ indeed, 
Sees nought but Spangles here ; the Fool, no more. 
Say'ft thou, << The couri'e of Nature governs all ?" 



w .iiuit inquire—** What hand behind th 

«* What arm Almighty, put thefe wheelin 
** Tn motion, and wound up the vaft mach 
** Who rounded in his palm thefe fpacious 
** Who bowPd them flaming through the dar 
** Numerous as glittering gems of morning 
** Or fparks from populous cities in a blaze 
*« And fet the bofom of Old Nigbt on fire ? 
** Peopled her defart, and made horror fmil 
Or, if the military ftyle delights thee, 
(For ftars have fought their battles, leaguM > 
** Who marshals this bright hoft ? enrolls th< 
** Appoints their pofts, their marches, and n 
** Punftual, at ftated periods ? who difbands 
** Thefe veteran troops, their final duty don 
** If e'er difbanded ?"— He, whofe potent wc 
Like the loud trumpet, levy'd firft their powe 
In Nighfs inglorious empire, where they flei 
In beds of darkn^rc . — " 
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When brighter flames mall cut a darker night 5 
When theie ftrong demonftrations of a God 2300 

Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their fpheres. 
And one eternal curtain cover all ! 

Struck at that thought, as new ^wak*d, I lift 
A more enlightened eye, and read the ftars 
To man ftill more propitious \ and their aid 1305 
(Though guiltlei's cf idolatry) implore $ 
Nor longer rob them of their nobleft name* 
O ye Di*uiders of my Time / Ye bright 
Accomptants of my days, and months, and years. 
In your fair Klalendai' diftin£lly marked I 1310 

Since that authentic, radiant regifter. 
Though man infpe6ls it not, ftands good againft him | 
Since Touy and years^i roll on, though man fbnds ftill j 
Teach me my days to number, and apply 
My trembling heart to Wifdom ; now beyond 1315 
All /hadow of excufe for fooling on. 
Age fmooths our path to prudence j fwteps afide 
The fnares keen Appetite^ and paflion, fpread 
To catch ftray fouls j and woe to that grey head, 
Whofe Folly would undo what Age has done ! 1 320 
Aid then, aid, all ye ftars ! — Much rather. Thou, 
Great Artift ! Thou, whofe finger fet aright 
This exquifite Machine, with all its Wheels^ 
Though intervolv'd, exaA j and pointing out 
Lifers rapid and irrevocable flight, 1325 

With fuch an Index fair as none can mifs. 
Who lifts an eye, nor fleeps till it is clos'd* 
Open ndne eye, dread Deity I to read 

The 



«aiu 4ci iLtermty^s tull orb, at once. 
Turn on iny foul, and ftrike it into 1: 
When ihall i fee far more than chan 
Oaze on creation's model in Thy bre: 
.Uoveird, Tior wonder at the tranfcrij 
When this vile, foreign, duft, which J 
That travel Earth's deep vale, fhall I 
When fhall my foul her incarnation c 
And, re-adopted to thy bleft embrace. 
Obtain her Apotheofis in Thee ? 

Doft think, Lorenzo, this is wande 
No, 'tis direftly ftriking at the maik ; 
To wake thy dead de*votton * was my ; 
And how I blefs nigbfs confecrating (1 
Which to a temple turn an trnvverfe 5 
Till us with great ideas, full of heavei 
And antidote the peftilential earth I 
'' In every ftorm, that either frowns, or 
^ What an afylum has the foul in nrav^t 
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L,orenzo*8 falamander-heart 

id untouched, amid thefe facred fires ? 

Eluraal fparks I ye glowing embers, 13^0 

en^s brcac). hearth I Avho bum, or bum no more, 

ize, or die, as Great Jehovah *6 breath 

s you, or forbears ; afiift my fetig } 

ir whole influence j exorcife his heart, 

pofTeft j and bring him back to man, 1365 

s Lorenzo a demurrer Jiill F 

thy parts provokes thee to conteft 

which, contefted, put thy parts to fhame. 

ne they more Lorenzo's bead than heart , 

f/s heart, how defpicably frnall I 1 370 

ight, aught great, or generous, to receive! 

ith an atom! £ird, and foulM, with Self I 

F-miftaken I felf, that lails an hour t 

and pajfionsy of the nobler kind, 

jcatedtherej or /i&^ alone, 1375 

ipart, would wake high hope j and open, 

hM thought, that intelle£lual fphere^ 

order^ <wifdomi goodnefsy providence^ 

idlefs miracles of love difplay, 

imife all the truly*great defire. 1380 

id that would be bappy^ muft be greats 

n its imjbes j great, in its fur'veys^ 

d views a narrow mind extend 5 

t its corrugate, expaniive make, 

ere long, more than planets fliall embrace. 1385 

of compafs makes a man of ivortb i 

rontemplate, and become divine. 

A« 



. .^c vrod trom nature^ nothing 
Man's mind is in a pit, and not 
Man's heart is in a jakes^ and ]< 
Emerge from thy profound ; ere* 
See thy diftrefs ! how clofe art thi 
Befieg'd by naturiy the proud fee; 
Inclosed by thefe innumerable woi 
Sparkling convi6lion on the darke. 
As in a golden net of Providence, 
How art thou caught, fure captive 
From this thy bleft captivity, what 
What blafphcmy to reafon, fets the 
This fcene is heaven's indulgent vi< 
Canft thou bear up againft this tide 
What is earth bofom'd in thefe ami 
But, faith in God imposM, and pr 
Dar'ft thou ftill litigate thy defperat 
Spite of thefe numerous, awful, t" 
And doubt f\^^ ' ■ 
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iih they JUi but no man dijbtlieves* 

a ^/inV 5 Spirit cannot ftrike 

jrofs, material organ* ; God by man \^%% 

:h is feen, as man a God can fee, 

: aftonifhing exploits of power. 

>rder, beauty, motion, diilance, fizet 

:ion of defign, how exquifite ! 

implicate, in their divine police 1 1415 

:ans ! great ends ! confent to general good !-— " 

:tribute of thefe material gods, 

J (and that with fpecious pleas) adorM, 

•ate conqueft gains o'er -rebel thought ; 

ads in triumph the whole mind of man. 1430 

nzo ! this may feem harangue to thee 5 

[I i^ apt to feem, that thwarts our will. 

>ft thou, then, demand ^fimple proof 

great mailer moral of the Ikies, 
M, or dif-inclin'd, to read it //^^r^ ? 1435 

tis the bafis, and all drops without it, 
t, in one compact, unbroken chain » 
*ocf infifts on an attentive ear ; 
not make one amid a mob ef thofrghts, 
For thy notice, ftruggle with the world. 1440 
;— the nxjorld fliut out j— thy thoughts call 
atitifCs airy wing reprefs ;— [home ;— 

ip \hyfenfes ;-~let no pajjion ftir ;— 
all to reafdn ;— let her reign alone ; 

in i)ay foul's deep filence, ^iid the depth 1445 
ture's filence, midnight, thus inquire, 
lave done ; and fhall inquire no more. 
^ III. E In 



Ind'Adam^s anceftors without an end 
That *s hard to be conceivM i Gnce eve 
)£ that long-chainM fucceflion is fo fn 
'an every part depend^ and not the ivi 
''et grant it true 5 netu difficulties rife 
'm ftill quite out at fea $ nor fee the fh 
Vhence eartb^ and thefe bright orbs /*— 
rrant matter was eternal ^ ftill thefe ot 
^ould want fome other father 5 — ^rtiuci 
; feen in all their motions^ all their mc 
^^gn implies intelligence^ and arti 
toican't be from themfeUves^^ox man j 
[an fcarce can comprehend, could ma; 
nd nothing greater yet allowed than n 
^ho, motion^ foreign to the fmalleft gi 
lot through* vaft maifes of enormous w< 
''ho bid brute matters reftive lump aff 
ich various forms^ and gave it wings 
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•* Judgment, and genius ? is it deeply learned 
*< In mathematics T Has it iTzaCAfucb laws, 
** Which but toguefs, a Newton raade immortal?— 1480 
** If fo, how eachyS^^ atom laughs at me, 
** Who think a clod inferior to a man ! 
*« If art, to form ; and counfel, to condu6l ; 
** And that with greater far, than human (kill ; 
" Refides not in each block 5 — 2l Godhead reigns.— 1485 
** Grant, then, inrifible, eternal, Mind ; 
** That granted, all is folv'd. — But, granting that, 
** Draw I not o'er rae a ftill darker cloud ? 
*' Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceive ? 
** A being without origin, or end !— - 1490 

<* Hail, human liberty ! There is no God— 
** Yet, why ? On either fcheme that knot fubfifts j 
** Subfift it mufly in God, or human race j 
** If in the laft, how many knots befide, 
" Indiflbluble all ?— Why chufe it there^ 1495 

** Where, chofen, ftill fubfift ten thoufand j^iorc ? 
** Reje^ it, where, that chofen, all the reft 
** Difpers'd, leave reafon^s whole horizon clear ? 
** This is not reafon's diftate ; reafon fays, 
** Clole with the fide where off^grain turns the fcale; 1 500 
** What vaft preponderance is here ! can reafon 
** With louder voice exclaim— 5^//^a;^ a God ? ' 
*< And reafon heard, is the fole mark of man. 
" What things impoflible muft man think true, 
** On any other fyftem ! and how ftrange 1505 

" To dijbelie'vef through mere credulity V 
If, in this chain, Lorenao finds no flaw, 

K 1 Let. 
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And hangs creation^ like a precious 
Though little, oh the footHool of h 
That little gem, how large I a w 
From a fixt ftar, in ages can it read 
This diftant earth * Say, then, Lon 
Where, ends this mighty building ? 
The fuburbs of Creation ? Where, i 
Whofe battlements look o'er into the 
Of non-cxiftence ? Nothing's ftrange 
Say, at what point of fpace Jehovah 
His ilacken'd line, and laid his balan 
Weigh'd ivorldsf and meafurM infinit 
Where, rears his terminating pillar hi 
Its extra-mundane head ? and fays, t 
In chara^ers illuftrious as the fun, 
*' I ftand, the plan's proud period j 
•* The work accomplilh'd ; the creati 
•* Shout, all ye gods I nor fhout ye 
«« Of all tKo* V'"- 
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i th' Almighty Father, with a breath, 
jnabd the womb of di^Sint /pace F 
!e not bid, in various provinces, ts4^ 

;r-Creatiofa8 the dark bowels burft 
ybt primaeval 5 barren, now, no more ? • 

^e the central ftm, tranfpiercing all 
giant-generations, which difport, 
iance, as motes, rn his meridian ray ; 1545 

ray withdrawn, benighted, or abforb'd, 
it abyfs of horror, whence they fprung j 
e Chaos triumphs, repoffeft of all 
creation ravi(h*d from his throne ? 
5 ! 'of nature both the womb, and grave I 1 55<> 
ink'ft thou my fcheme, Lorenzo, fpreads too wide? 
s extravagant ? — No j this is 7/1/? 5 
in conjeBure, though 't were falfe \nfaB. 
\ an error, 'tis an error fprung 
noble root, high thought of the Moft-High.^ 1555 
vherefore error ? who can prove it fuch ?— 
lat can fet Omnipotence a bound, 
man concei<ve beyond what God can do t 
ing, but quite impojfihle is hard. 
immons into being, with like eafe^ 1569 

hole creation, and a iingle grain, 
Ics he the word ^ a thoufand worlds are bom ! 
oufand worlds ? there 's fpace for millions more 5 
in what ipace can his great /^i/ foil ? 
iemn me not, cold critic! but indulge 1565 

warm imagination : why condemn ? 
f not indulge facb thoughts, as fwcU ourhearts 

E s Witk 



...^•/•, Yfnerc fancy ftr 
Arid, though moft taJkati^uff mak 
Still feems my thought enormous ? 
Experience 'fclf ihall aid thy lame \ 
Glajfes (that revelation to the fight 
Have they not led us in the deep dil 
Of fine-fpun nature^ exquifitelyy»w 
Andy though demonjiratedf ftill ill-i 
If, then, on the reverfe, the mind w 
In magnitude^ what mind can mount 
To keep the balance, and creation po 
DefeB alone can err on fuch a theme 
What is too great, if we the caufe fui 
Stupendous Architect I Thou, Thou 
My foul flies up and down in though 
And finds herfelf but at the centre fti 
I Am, thy name ! exiftenccy all thine 
Creation 's nothing ; flattered much, i 
** The thin, the fleeting atmof'hf^'"' ■ " 
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iverfal naturei as a ipeck, 

lir Britannia in our little ball $ 

iing fair, and glorious, for its fize, i6«o 

Ifewhere, far out-meafurM, far outihone ? 

cy (for XiitfaS beyond us lies) 

thou not figure it, an IJUf almoft 

nail for notice, in the 'uaft of being \ 

I by mighty Teas of im-built fpace 1605 

other realms j irom ample continents 

rher life, where nobler natives dwell j 

)rtbern, lefs remote from Deity, 

ag beneath the line of the Supreme 5 

; fouls in excellence make hafte, put forth i6Iq 

iant growths ; nor the late autumn wait 

ftan worth, but ripen foon to gods ? 

why drown fancy in fuch depths as diefe f 

, prefumptuous rover 1 and confefs 

>unds of man j nor blame them, as too fmall. 16x5 

we not full fcope in what hfeen f 

nple the dominions of the fun ! 

orious to behold ! how far, how wide, 

atchlefs monarch, from his flaming throne, 

of luftre, throws his beams about him, 1620 

r, and fafter, than a thought can fly, 

reds his planets with eternal fires I 

[eliopoiis, by greater far, 

he proud tyrant of the Nile, was built 5 

le alone, who built it, can deftroy. 1625 

I this city, why ftrays human thought ? 

mderful, enough for man to know I ^ 

£ 4. One 
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Which warms our paifions, prpfelytes our he 
How eloquently fhines the flowing pole ! 
With what authority it gives its charge, 
Reinonftrating great trqths in ftyle rubliixiey 
Though filent, loud I heard earth around \ 
The planets Keard \ and not unheard in hel 
Hell has hejr wonder, though too proud to j 
Is earthy then, more infernal ? has Ihe thofl 
IVho neither /rii/y^ (Lorenzo) nor admire f 

Lorenzo's admiration^ pre-engag*d, 
^e'er aik'd the moon one queftion 5 never he 
Leaft correfpondence with a (ingle ftar j 
^e'er rear'd an altar to the queen ofbea'ven 
A^alking in brightnefs j or her train ador'd. 
Vhtxr fublunary^ rivals have long fmce 
i^ngrofsM his whole devotion ; fian malignj 
Vhich made the fond aftronpmer run mad i 
)arken his tntelle^f corrupt his heart i 
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All facrifice ! O Thou Great Jove unfeign'd I 

Divine Inftruftor ! Thjfirfl volume, tkhy 

For matfs perufal ; all in Capitals t i66» 

In mootiy 2ind flars (heaven^s golden alphabet !) 

EmblazM to feize the fight i who runs, may. readi. 

Who refldSi can underfiand. 'Tis unconfin'd 

To Cbrtpian land, or Jenvry ; fairly writ. 

In language univerfal, to Mankind : . 1665. 

A language, lofty to the learn'd : yet plain 

Xo thofe that feed the flock, or guide the plough. 

Or, from his hufk, ftrike out the bounding grain. - 

A language, worthy the Great Mind, that fpeak^ ! 

Preface, and comment ^ to tht facred page.1 167* 

Which oft refers its reader to the ikies^ 

As pre-fuppofing his HrftJeiTon there. 

And fcripture {Ma, fragment, that unread. 

Stupendous book of.wildom, to the wife 1 

Stupendous book! and opened, Night! by Thee. 1675 

By Thee much opea'd, I confefs, O Night I 
Yet more 1 wifh 5 but ho*w fhall I prevail ? 
Say, gentle Night I wbofe modeft, maiden beams . 
Give us a ww. creation, and prefent 
The world's great piftuie foften'd to the fight 5 1680 
Nay, kinder far, far more indulgent ftiil. 
Say, thou, whole mild dominion's filver key. 
Unlocks our. hemifphere, and iets to view 
Worlds .beyond number ; worlds concealed .by day 
Behind the proud, and envious ftar of noon I i68|: 

Canft thou not draw a deeper fcene ?-^And fliew 
The Mighty Potentate, to whom belong 

Thcfc 
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Of fublunary joys. Say, goddefs ! 
Where blazes His bright court? Whe 
Thou know'ft 5 for Thou art near H 
His grand pavilioDy facred fame rej 
The fabl? curtain drawn. If not, 
Of thy fair daughter-train, fo fwifi 
Who travel far, difcover where He < 
Kfiar His dwelling pointed out hel 
Ye Pleiades ! Ar6hirus ! Mazaroth 
And thou, Orion ! of ftill keener e) 
Say ye, who guide the wilder*d in tl 
And bring them out of tempeft into 
On which hand muft I bend my coui 
Thefe courtiers keep the fccrct of th 
I wake whole nights, in vain, to fte; 
I wake; and, waking, QXva^nighfs 
From fphere to fphere ; the fteps by r 
For man's afcent ; at once to temtt a 
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pafs the fiucn ; and, from her farther iidey 
ierce heaven's blue curuin $ ftrike into nmote \ 
^bere, with his bfted tube, the fubtil iage 1720 

is artificial, airy journey takes» 
nd to celeftial lengthens human iight. 
paufe at every planet on my road, 
nd aik for Him who gives their orbs to roll, 
heir foreheads fair to fhine. From Saturn's ring, 1725 
I which, of earths an army might be loft, 
^ith the bold cornet^ take my bolder flight, 
jnid thoit fovereign glories of the (kies, 
f independent, native luftre, proud $ 
'he fouls of fyftems ! and the lords of life, 1730 

'hrough their wide empires I — ^Wbat behold I mnAj P 
i. wildemefs of wonder burning round j 
/here larger funs inhabit higher fpheres j 
erhaps the 'villas of defcending gods 5 
or halt I here ; my toil is but begun 5 17,35 

Hs but the threftiold of the Deity 5 
>r, far beneath it, I am groveling ftill. 
for is it ftrange 5 I built on a miftake 5 
"he grandeur of his works, vrhtnct folly fought 
or aid, to reafon fets his glory higher 5 174^ 

VTio built thus high for worms (mere worms to Him%^ 
) where, Lorenzo ! muft the Builder dwell ? 
Paufe, then ; and, for a moment, here refpire— 
f human thought can keep its ilation here. 
VTiere am I ? — Where is earth ? — Nay, where art Thou 
) fun ? — Is the fun tum'd rcclufe ?— And arc 
lis boailcd expeditions ihort to mine f — « 

. To 



w *vr luici^y un-terreltrial f; 

Where mortal, untranjlatedy neve 
** O ye, as diftant from my litt 
** As fwiftcft fun-beams in an age 
'* Far from my native element I r 
•* In queft of new, and wonderfu. 
** What province This, of His \\\\ 
** Whom all obeys ? or mortals h 
** Ye borderers on the coafts of bli 
*' A colony from heaven ? Or, on 
** By frequent vifit from heaven's r 
** To fecondary gods, and half di^ 
.*• Whatever your nature, this is pa 
*' Far other life you live, far other 
'* You talk, far other thought, pei 
** Than- man. How various are tl 
•*^ But fay, ayi&/z/ thought ? is reafon 
** And abfolute ? orfenfe in arms i 
** Have you tivo lio-Kfe > * 
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And if redeemM— 48 your Redeemer /corn* d ? 
Is This your final refidence ? if not, 
Change you your fcene, tranjlatedf or by death? 1780 
And if by death \ 'what death ? — Know you difeajef 
Or horrid luar ? — With war, this fatal hour, 
Europa groans (fo call we .a fmall field. 
Where kings run mad). In Our world. Death depute* 
Intemperance to do the work of Age ; 1785 * 

And, hanging up the quiver Nature gave him. 
As flow of execution, for difpatch 
Sends forth Imperial butchers ; bids them flay 
Their fheep (the filly fheep they fleec'd before). 
And tofs< him twice ten thoufand at a meal. I79» 
Si( HI your executioners on thrones ? 
With you, can rage for plunder make a god? 
And bloodjhed walh out every other flain ?— 
But You, perhaps, can- 1 bleed : from matter grofs 
Your Spirits clean, are delicately clad 1795 

In fine-fpun ^ther, privileged to foar. 
Unloaded, uninfefted j how unlike 
The lot of man ! How few of human race 
By their own mud unmurder'd ! How we wage 
' Sdf-war eternal '.—Is your painful day l8o9 

' Of hardy confli^l o'er ? Or, are you fUll 
'' Raw candidates at fchool ? And have you thofe 
' Who difaffe^ Re'verfions, as with Us ^— 
f But what are We ? You never heard of Man \ 
' Or Earthy the Bedlam of the univerfe ! 1805 

f Where Reafon (un-difeas'd with You) runs mad^ 
^ And nurfes FfUfs children as her own ; 

a Fond 



Satan, inftni£lcd, o'er their m9rals fmtles.- 
But Thisy how ftrange to Yoo, who know no 
Has the leaft rumour of our race arrivM ? 
Caird here Elijah in his flaming car ? 
Paft by you the good Enoch, on his road 
To thofe fair fields, whence Lucifer was h' 
Who brufti'd, perhaps, your fphcre in his defo 
Stain'd your pure cryftal .^Ether, or let fall 
A fliort eclipfe from his portentous (hadt ? 
O ! that the fiend had lodg'd on fome broa< 
Athwart his way ; nor reachM his prefent I 
Then blacken'd Earth with footfteps fouPd 
Nor waftiM in Ocearty as from Rome he pai 
To Britain's i/le ; to9y too, confpicuous Tb 
But this is all digreffion : where is He, 
lat o'er heaven's batdements the felon hurl' 
y groans, and chains, and darknefs ? Where is 
ho fees creation's fummit in a vale ? 

WhAm wKsIa m«n is M/vw llA ratl'l" Hilt 
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mfcious Satellites, thofe Mornrng-fiars^ 

11 of Deity I from central love, 

-ation moft profound, thrown off; if40 

: attraction , no kfs ftrongly drawn ; 

nd' yet raptured j raptur'd, jfXferem 5 

ight illnftrious, but witb^ borrowed beams ; 

pproaching circles, ftill rtmotey 

g round the (un's eternal Sire ? XS45 

in lines direct, on embaflTies 

n»— in what latitude ?— Beyond 

al thought's horizon !— And on what 

ands fent ?— Here kumax- efllbrt ends ; 

^s me ftili a ftranger to His throne. 1)50 

'ell it might ! I quitie miftook my road, 

m age more Curious than Devout $ 

id to fix the place of heaven, or hell, 

dious this to Oiun, or that fecure. 

the curious^ but the pious path, XS55 

ds me to my point : Lorenzo I know, 

or Star, or Angel, for their guide, 

rlhip God, (hall /Whim. Humble Love, 

proud ReafoH, keeps the door of heaven ; 

Is admiiilon, where proud Science fails. xt6o 

ience is the culture of his heart j 

to lofe his plumbet in the depths 

v, or the more profound of God* 

know, is an attempt that fets 

(I on a level with the fool. 1865 

tn Nature (ill-attempted Here /) 

It is deep pkiloibphy Ahove \ 

4 Higher 



- iMot aeeply to difcerttj not mua 
*^ .Mankind was bom to Wondei 
And is there cauie for higher a 
Than that which ftruck us from c 
Yes 5 and for deeper adoration too 
From my late airy travel unconfin 
Hare 1 leamM nothing ?— -Yes, Lo 
Each of thefe ftars is a religious h( 
I faw their altars fmoke, their ince 
And Ylqzt^ Hofannas ring through < 
A feminaiy fraught with future got 
nature all o''er is confecrated grounc 
Teeming with growths immortal aj 
The Great Proprietor's all-bounteoi 
Leares nothing wafte j but fows ths 
Widi feeds of reafon^ which to 'uir 
Beneath His genial ray \ and, if eii 
The peftilential blafts of ftubbom <; 
When grown matiir*» " — 
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en thoufand worlds, ten thoufand wjtyi d6t6tit, 
11 Nature fending inccnfe to The Throne, 
xcept the bold Lorenzos of Our fphere ? i^od 

ptning the folemn fources of mj ibtil, 
nee I have pour'd, like feign'd Eridanus, 
[y flowing numbers o'er the flaming (kies, 
or fee, o£ fancy, or of fad, what more' 
lyites the Mufe— ^Here turn we, and review 1905 
nr paft no^umal landfchape wide :— Then fay, 
ly, then, Lorenzo ! with what burft of heart, 
*he whole, at once, revolving in his thought, 
luft man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft ? 
O what a root 1 O what a branch, is here ! 1910 
O what a Father I What a Family ! 
Worlds ! fyftems ! and creations !— And creations. 
In one agglomerated clufter, hung, 
♦Great Vine! On Thee, on Thee the clufter hangs. 
The filial clufter ! infinitely fpread 1915 

In glowing globes, with various beins fraught j 
And drinks (ne^Hreous draught !) immortal life* 
Or, (hall J fay (for labo can fay enough ?) 
A c<Mft«Ilation of ten thoufand gems, 
(And, O ! of what dimenfion ! of what weight I ) x 92# 
Set in one Signet, flames on the right hand 
Of Majefty Divine ! The blazing Seal, 
That deeply ftamps, on all created mind, 
Indelible, His fovereign attributes, 
Omnipotence, and Love 1 That, paffing bound: if^ij 
Atid^ix, ftti]py^ ThM4 Nor ftofT w« Hefet 
V«L. IIL F " For 

• Joim^jhr* i. 



And fuch ideas of th^ Almighty^s j 
(Ideas not abfurd) diftend the thou| 
Of feeble mortals ! Nor of tbem al< 
The fulnefs of the Deity breaks for 
In Incottcei*vables to men, and gods. 
Think, then, O think j nor ever dr 
How lo^A) muft Man defcend, when 
Have I noty then, accomplifliM my 
Did I not tell thee, « • We would i 
•* And kindle our devotion at the Si 
And have IfaiVdf And did Ifla 
And art all adamant i And doft con 
All.iirgM, with one irrefragable Smi 
Lorenzo ! Mirtb how miferable here I 
Swear by the StarSf by Him who ma 
iPiy heart, henceforth, (hall be as pi 
Then Tbou^ like Tbem^ fhz\tjbine\ IL 
From low to lofty 5 from obfcure to 1 



THE COMPLAINT, Night IX. 67 

Sons of Deformity ! from fluid dregs 

Tartarean, firft they rofe to mafles rude ; 

And then, to fph^res opaque 5 Then dimly flione j 

Then brightened ; Then blaz'd out in perfeSi day. 

Nature delights in progrefs ; in advance i960 

From worfe to better : but, when Minds afcend, 

Progrefs, in part, depends upon themfel<ves. 

Heaven aids exertion ; Greater makes the Great ; 

The 'voluntary Little leiTens more. 

O be a Man! and thou (halt be a God! 1965 

And Half Self-made ! — Ambition how divine I 

O Thou, ambitious of difgrace alone ! 
Still undevout ? Unkindled ?— -Though hig^-taught, 
SchooPd by the flcies, and pupil of the ftars j 
Rank coward to the fafhionable world ! 1970 

Art thou afbanCd to bend thy knee to heaven ? 
Curft fume of pride, exhaPd from deepeft hell ! 
I Pride in Religion is man's higheft praife. 
Bent on deftruftion ! and in love with death ! 
Not all thefe luminaries, quenchM at once, 1975 

Were half fo fad, as one benighted mind. 
Which gropes for happinefs, and meets defpair. 
How, like a widow in her weeds, the Nighty 
Amid her glimmering tapers, filent fits ! 
How foiTowful, how defolate, Ihe weeps 1980 

Perpetual dews, and faddens nature's fcene ! 
A fcenc more fad Sin makes the darkened foul, 
All comfort kills, nor leaves one fpark alive^ 

Though blind of heart, ftill open is thine eye: 
WKy fuch magnificence in all thou feed ? 1985 

F a Of 



'■* Can grafp Creation witk ^foigle though) 
■' Creation gra^ % and not exclude its Sin 
To tell him farther-**' It behoves him m\ 
'* To guard th' important, yet depending 
*^ Of being, brighter than a thoufand fun 
*' One fmgie ray of Thought outfhines the 
And if man hears obedient, foon he *11 (b. 
Superior heights, and on his purple wing. 
His purple wing bedropt with eyes of gol< 
Rifing, where Thought is now denyM to ri 
Look down triumphant on thefe dazzling 
Wh^ then perfift ? — No mortal ever liv' 
But, dyingt he pronounced (when words 
The whole that charms thee, abfolutely i 
Vain, and far worfe !— Think Thou, wit' 
O condefcend to think as angels think ! 
O tolerate a chance for happinefs ! 
Our nature fuch, ill choice enfures ill fat 
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Lnd far, how far, from lambent are the flames 1«« 
uch 16 Lorenzo^s purchafe ! Such his praife I 
lie proud, the politic, Lorenzo^s praife ! 
hough io his ear, and leveled at his heart, 
*ve half read o'er the volume of the ikies. «<>«• 

For think not thou had heard all this from me\ 
ly fong but echoes what Great Nature fpeaks. 
/"hat has flie fpoken ? Thus the goddefs fpoke, 
hus fpeaks for ever :— " Place, at nature's head, 
A fovercign, which o'er all things rolls his eye, 202 3 
Extends his wing, promulgates his commands. 
But, above all, diffufes endlefs good j 
To tvbom, for fure redrefs, the wrong'd may fly ; 
The vile, for mercy 5 and the pain'd, for peace 5 
By ivboM, the various tenants of thefe fpheres, 2030 
Diverfify'd in fortunes, place, and powers, 
RaisM in enjoyment, as in worth they rife, 
Arrive at length (if worthy fuch approach) 
At that bleft fountain-head, from which they ftream j 
Where conflict paft redoubles prefent joy 5 2035 

And prefent joy looks forward on increafe j 
And That, on more ; no period ! every ftcp 
A double boon ! a Promi/e, and a Bli/s.^'' 
ow eafy fits this fcheme on human hearts I 
fiuts their make 5 it fooths their vaft defires 5 2040 
ifflon is pleased ; and Keafon aflts no more j 
*is rational ! 'tis great !-^-But what is Thine ? 
darkens ! fliocks ! excruciates I and confounds ! 
aves us quite naked, both of help, and hope, 
iking from bad to worfe 5 few years, the Iport 2045 
F 3 Of 



thou whooted, where the Leajt prev«mB » ..^ 
fault, if tbefe Truths call thee Fool? 
u ihalt never be mifcalTd by me. 
her Sbamey nor Terror y (land thy Friend ? 
thou Ji ill an infeft in the mire f 
ke thy guardian angel> have I flown j toj 
i thee from earth $ efcorted thee through all 
lereal armies ; walk'd thee> like a God, 
:;h fplendours of firft magnitude, arranged 
ler hand ; clouds thrown beneath thy feet j 
cruisM on the bright paradife of God ; a( 
ilmoft introduced thee to The Throne I 
irt thou ftill caroufing, for delight, 
poifonj firft, fermenting to mere yro/i&, 
then fubfiding into final gall ? 
eings of fublime, immortal make, 
fhocking is all joy, whofe end is fure 1 
joy, more (hocking ftill, the more it charms 
*'"*"'• ^^f" well- begun j 
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* is but difabUdf not deftrnfd^ 
moft Aweful Being ; and moft Vain 1 
\i0y9 frail! how glorious is thy power! 
r6ad Eternity has Town her feeds 
nd woe, in thy defpotic breaft $ 2080 

eaven, and hell, depend upon thy choice 3 
Y comes crofs, and both are fled. 
e pi6lure of a rational ? 
d image, fhall it be moft juft ? 
No : it cannot,— ^^7// not, be, 20S5 

force in Reafon ; or, in Sounds 
eneath the glimpfes of the moon, 
at this planetary hour, 
^ber locks the general lip, and dreams 
enfelefs mazes hunt fouls un-injpir^d'. 2090 

The facred myfteries begin 

1 Night- born adjuration hear 5 
I 'II raife thy fpirit from the duft j 
fiars gaze on this inchantment nefw i 
nt, not Infernal, but Divine ! 2095 

ilence, Death's peculiar attribute ; 
knefs. Guilt's inevitable doom ; 
knefs, and by SiUnctj fifters dread I 
aw the curtain round Night's ebon throne, 
fe ideas, folemn as the fcene ! 2100 

It, and all of aweful, night prefents 
vgbt or Sen/e (of aweful much, to both, 
Idefs brings) ! By thefe her trembling Fires, 
fta's, ever-burning ; and, like berSf 
9 thoughts immaculate^ and pure ! 2109 
F 4 "By 



7% YOUNG'S POEM^. 

** By thefe bright orators, th^tprovCf zadfraifa, 

** And prefs tk^ to revere, the Deity $ 

'< Perhaps, too, aid thee, when revered awhile^ 

*' To reach his throne } ^^Jiages of the fbul^ 

** Through which, at different periods, ihe (hall pa(% 

'< Refining gradual, for her final height^ 

** And purging oflf fome drofs at every fphere ! 

** By this dark pall thrown o'er the filent world I 

*^ By the world''8 kings, and kingdoms, moft xtmannCA^ 

** From fhort ambition's xenitb fet for everj aii5 

<^ Sad prefage to vain boaters, now in bloom 1 

*< By the long lift of fwift mortality, 

** From Adam downward to this evening knell, 

" Which midnight waves in fancfs fhutled eye 5 

*« And /hocks her with an hundred centuries, 21^ 

<< Round death's black banner thronged, in hiuiui9 

" thought! 
<< By thoufands, xoot;, reiigning their laft breath, 
" And calling thee — ^wert thou fo wife to hear! 
" By tombs o'er tombs arifing ; human earth 
** Ejefted, to make room for— human earthy 2115 
" The monarch's terror I and the fexton's trade / 
** By pompous obfequies that ihun the day, 
** The torch funereal, and the nodding plume ^ 
** Which makes poor man's humiliation proud j 
" Boaft of our ruin ! triumph of our dufi ! 2130 

<* By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones j 
^' And the pale lamp that fhews the ghaftly dead, 
* More ghaftly, through the thick incumbent gloom I 
' By vifits (if there are) from darker fcenes, 

** The 
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** The gliding fpe^lre 1 and the groaoing i^rave I ai^j* 

** By groans, and graves, and miferies that groan 

** For the grave*s flielter ! By defponding men, 

** Senfdefs to pains of death, from pangs of guilt I 

** By guilt's laft audit 1 By yon moon in blood, 

** The rocking firmament, the falling ftars, • 2140 

** And thunder's laft difcharge, great nature's knell I 

** By Second chaos 5 and Eternal nigbt'*'*'^ 

Be wife*— Nor let Philander blame my charm i 

But own not ill dilcharg'd my double debt, 

Lo've to the livings duty to the dead. *i45 

For know I'm but executor 5 he left 
This moral legacy \ I make it o'er 
By bis command ; Philander hear in me ; 
And heaven in both.-— If deaf to thefe. Oh f hear 
Flordlo's tender voice ; his weal depends a 150 

On thy refolve j it trembles at thy choice $ 
For bis fake — love thy/elf s example ftrikes 
All human hearts ; a bad example more i 
More ftill a father's \ that enfures his ruin. 
As parent of his being, wouldft thou prove 2155 

The unnatural parent of his miieries. 
And make him curfe the being which thou gaveft ? 
Is this the bleffing of fo fond a father ? 
If carelefs of Lorenzo ! fparc. Oh I fpare 
Florello's father, and Philander's friend \ »i6a 

Florello's father ruin'd, ruins him j 
And from Philander's friend the world expe£ls 
A condu6(, no dilhonour to the dead. 
Let pajffion do, what nobler moti've.f^vXdi 

Let 



, .AA aiguiiicniy and ^ 

And urge Philander*s pofthumous ad 

From topics yet unbroachM ? 

But Oh ! I faint! My fpirits fail !— ] 
So long on wing, and in no middle c 
To which my great Creator's glory cc 
And calls — but, now, in vain. Sleep 
Has ftrokM my drooping lips, and pn 
My long arrear of reft j the doivny go 
(Wont to return with our returning p, 
Will pay, ere long, and blefs me with 
Hafte, hafte, fweet ftranger ! from the 
The fhip-boy's hammock, or the foldi( 
Whence yorr^ov never chac'd thee ; wi 
Not hideous vifions, as of late ; but dr 
Delicious of well-tafted, cordial, reft 
Man's rich reftorative 5 his balmy ba 
That fupples, lubricates, and keeps ii 
The various movements of this nir* « 
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" THOU only knowMl, 1195 

whofe broad eye the future, and the paftf 

) the prefent 5 making one of three 

•al thought I Thou know'ft, and Thou alone, 

owing—! all- unknown!— and yet well-known! 

hough remote ! and, though unfathom'd, felt I 

hough invifible, for ever feen ! 

en in all ! the great and the minute : 

lobe above, with its gigantic race, 

3wcr, each leaf, with its fmall people fwarm'd, 

puny vouchers of Omnipotence i) »205 

iirft rliought, that afks, " From ivbence?'* 

declare 

:ommon fource. Thou Fountain, running o'er 

Ts of communicated joy ! 

jav^ft us fpeech for far, far humbler themes I 

f what name (hall I prefume to calb i»io 

fee burning in thefe countlefs funs, 

ofes, in the bu/b P Illuftrious Mind ! 

hole creation, lefs, far lefs, to Thee, 

that to the creation's ample round. 

hall I name Thee ?— How my labouring foul 

i undeiTieath the thought, too big for birth I 

at fyilem of perfe£Uons 1 mighty caufe 

ifes mighty ! caufe uncaus'd ! fole root 

urey that luxiu-iant growth of God I 

*ather of efe^s ! that progeny a 220 

ilefs feries ; where the golden chain's 

nk admits a period, who can tell } 

' of all that is or heard, or hears ! 

<* Father 



paquc, or lucia ; nipm, v* «- — , 

liniite, or pafllng bound ! in each extreme 

f like amaze, and myftery, to man. 

ather of thefe bright millions of the nigbtl 

»f which the leaft full Godhead had proclaim 

Ind thrown the gazer on his knee— Or, fay, 

s appellation higher ftill, Thy choice ? 

'ather of matter's temporary lords ! 

•'ather of /pints ! nobler offspring ! iparks 

3f high paternal glory ; rich endowed 

A^ith various meafures, and with various ma 

3f inft'a^y reafony intuition j beams 

More pale, or bright from day di'vim, to brea 

The dark of matter organized (the ware 

Of all created fpirit) ; beams, that rife 

Each over other in fuperior light. 

Till the laft ripens into luftre ftrong. 

Of next approach to Godhead. Father fond 

/'Far fonder than e'er bore that name on earf 
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'* Whofe fcveral clans their feveral climates fuit j 

** And tranfpofition, doubtlefs, would deftroy. 2*55 

*' Or, Oh ! indulge, immortal King, indulge 

•* A title, lefs auguft indeed, but more 

«' Endearing ; ah ! how fweet in human cars ! 

** Sweet in our ears, and triumph in our hearts t 

•* Father of immortality to man! %i^ 

** A theme that * lately fct ray foul on fire— 

<* And Thou the Next ! yet equal ! Thou, by whom 

** That bleffing was convey'd 5 far more ! was bought i 

«* Ineffable the price ! by whom all worlds 

** VTere made $ and one, redeemM 1 illuftrious Light 

** From Light illuftrious ! Thou, whoie regal power, 

** Finite in /i«^, but infinite in fpace^ 

*^ On more than adamantine bafis fix*d, 

<< O'er more, far more, than diadems and thrones, 

«' Inviolably reigns ; the Dread of gods I %^Jm 

** And Oh ! the Friend of man ! beneath whofe foot, 

** And by the mandate of whofe aweful nod, 

•* All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 

** Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 

** Through the fiiort channels of expiring timiy %%j^ 

** Or (horelefs ocean of eternity, 

*' Calm, or tempeihious (as tfy Spirit breathes), 

" In abfolute fubjeai<m I — And, O Thou 

** The glorious Third ! diftin6(, not feparate t 

** Beaming from Both ! with Both incorporate ; ^%%o 

**^ And (temge to tell !) incorporate witkdvftl 

<* By condefeehfion, as Thy ^ry, great, 

* Nights the Sixth dnd Seventh. 
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Numbcrmunity, our Joy lour. 

„IJ*/'-'?^«°J**« lays all wro, 

That arnmato all right, the rr,>y 

Sunofthefounhernever-fetting 

« 1""°% °""'"''''^' Unconceiv-c 
Abfconding,yetDenionftrable, G 

Greater than Greateft! Better tha. 
Kinder than kindeft. with foft*,>. 

Whe.e Thou, from all eternity, h^ 
Beyond archangel, „„^.ft,jj^^ 

From far above what mortals higLe 
From elevaws pinnacle, w/dc 
Thn.ugh-What?confo„ndingi„te, 
Ami mo« than ,,bouring/«„^ can 
Through radiant «„ks of effencest 
" Through hierarchies f„,m hiemrch.V 
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** Before thy feebleft beam- -Look down— down— down, 

•* On a poor breathing particle in duft, 

** Or, lower, an immortal in his crimes. 1315 

** His crimes forgive ! forgive his virtues, too ! 

** Thofe fmaller faults, half-converts to the right. 

** Nor let me clofe thefe eyes, which never more 

** May fee the fun (though night's defcending fcale 

** Now weighs up morn), unpityM, and unbleft I 23*0 

•* In nj difpleafure dwells eternal pain j 

** Pain, om- averfion j pain, which (bikes me ww ; 

** And, fince all pain is terrible to man, 

*' Though tranfient, terrible ; at Thy good hour, 

«* Gently, ah gently, lay me in my bed, 2315 

*• My clay-cold bed ! by nature, now, fo near 5 

** By nature, near ; ftill nearer by difeafe ! 

** Till then, be tbis^ an emblem of my grave : 

*' Let it out-preach the preacher j every night 

'* Let it out-cry the boy at Philip's earj 2330 

" That tongue of death ! that herald of the tomb I 

«* And when (the fhelter of thy wing implor'd) 

" tAjfenfeSy footh'd, ihall fink in foft repofe, 

«* O fink this truth ftill deeper in my foul, 

•* Suggefted by my pillow, fign'd by fate^ *335 

" Firft, in fate^s volume, at the page of ma«— 

** MatC s Jichly fouly though turned and tofs^dfor ever, 

** From fide to fide^ can reft on nought hut Thee t 

** Here^ in full truft ; hereafter y infuUjoy \ 

** On Thee, the promised, fure, eternal down s34« 

** Of fpirits, toird in travel through this vale* 

<< Nor of that pillow ihall my ibvl defpo&d % 

" For 
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** Man's theme eternal I man's etema 
*« Thou canft not Tcape uninjar^d from 
«* Uninjured from our praife can He el 
« Who, difemboforaM from the Fathci 
** The heaven of hea\nens, to kifs the d 
*< Breathes out in agonies a finlefs foul 
** Againft the Crofs, Death's iron fcepd 
" From famifli'd ruin plucks her huma 
** Throws wide the gates celeilial to his 
** Their gratitude^ for fuch a boundlefs 
** Deputes t^itir fuffering brothers to rec« 
** And, if deep human guilt in payment 
'* As deeper guilt prohibits our defpair i 
" Injoins it, as our duty, to rejoice ! 
** And (to clofe all) omnipotently kind, 
* <* * Takes bis delights among the fins ofn. 
What words are thefe — And did th< 
heftv^en ? 
Anil w.*-^ *»— - ^ ' 
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!^bough pLongM, before, in horrors dark at mgbt-s 
.ich. prelibation of csxfummate joy I 
lor wait we diflblution to be bleft. 

This final effort of the moral Mufe» 
low juAly* titled? nor for me alone : 2375 

'or all that read $ what fpirit of fupport, 
Vkat heights of ConTolation, crown my fongi 

Then, farewel Night I of darknefs, now, no more : ■ 
oy breaks j fliines ; triumphs ; ^tis eternal day. 
»hall that which rifes out of nought complain ajS* 
>f a few evils, paid with endlefs joys ? 
^y (bul ! henceforth, in fweeteft union join 
The two fupports of human happinefs, 
A^hich fome, erroneous, tlunk can never meiet ; * 

fme tajfe of life, and con^nt thought of death I %%%$ 
The thought of death, fole vi6lor of its dread! 
^ifopt^ be thy y*^ j and probity thy Jkill 5 
ny patron He, whofe diadem has dropped 
!f on gems of heaven 5 Eternity y thy prisu : 
^nd leave the racers of the <world their own, 2399 
rheir feather, and their frothy for endlefs toils : 
rhey part with ail for that lAjhtcb is not bread ; 
rhey mortify, they ftarve, on wealth, &me, power j 
Ajid laugh to fcorn tYi^ fools that aim at more. 
How moil a fpirit, late efcapM from earthy ^39 5 

Suppofe Philander's, Lucia's, or Narcifla^s, 
The truth of things new-blazing in its eye. 
Look back, aftonifli^d, on the ways of men, 
VOL^ JIL G Whofe 

• The- Confolation, 



RESIGNATION. 



IN, TWO PARTS. 



** My foul (hall be fati^ed'eveh a« it weivWith marrow 
*« and fatnefs j i^hen my mouth- pnufef^t' thee with 
« joyful lips." I*SALM Ixiii, 6. 



G 3 ADVER- 



A D V E R T rs E MEN T. 

TMS -was -not- intended fbr Ac Poblicij tkcrei 
were many and ftrong reafons againft it ; and are fa/^ 
ftill 5 but fome extracts of it, from the few copies - 
which were-. gi^en >awa3r, jb^ing- g^ into the printed- 
papers, it was thought neceiTary to publifh fomcthing, 
left a cop7' ftiU more imperfedl than this ihouldv fall 
into the prefs : and it is ho^ed, that this unwelcome 
occafion of publication may be fome excufe for it. 

As for the. following ibiazast, God- Almighty^s ia- 
£nite power, and maryilloua gpodnefs to man* is dwelt 
on, ag. the moft juft.and cogent reafon^ fqr oyuL£..chear- 
ful and abfolute reiignation to his will ; nor -are any of . 
Aofe topics declined, which have a juft tendency to pro- 
mote that fupreme virtue : fuch as the vanity of this 
iifej the value of the next, the approach of death, Scc^. 



RESIGN AT I O N. 

P A R T L 

npHE dajrs how few, how fhort tKe yeaiV 
-* Of man's too rapid race, 
Each leaving; as- it fwiftly flies> 
A fllorter in its pkce I 

They who the longcftleafe enjoy,.- 

Have told us with a iigh. 
That to. be bom feems little, more. 

Than to begin to die^ 

Numfbeps there are who ftel this trutiv 

With fears alarmM j and yet. 
In lifeVdelufionrfuird afleep,- 

This weighty truth forget : 

And am not I to thefe akin ? 

Age flumberSi o'er the* qoill-; r 
Its- honour blots, whatever it writes j» 

And am I writing ftill ? 

Confcious of nature in decline. 

And languoritt my thoughts j. 
To foften confure, and abate 

Its rigour onmy fftults^ 

Permit me, Madam ! ere to Yoo* 

The promised verfe I pay. 
To touch on felt infirmity, 

Sad.ililt;r of decay. 

G 4» One 



My fecond worJd, thoug] 

Can boaft no charms ft 

To me this bnJJiant age e 

With defoJation fpread 

Near all with whom I Jiv' 

Whilft Jife was life, an 

And with. them dy'd my j, 

Has broken nature's law 

And clos'd, againft this fi 

Its partial cruel jaws J 

Cruel to fparel condemned 

A cloud impairs my fig} 

My weak hand difobeys my 

And trembles as I write.' 

What /hall I write ? Thalij 

%, long-^andon'd Mu 

What field of fancy /hall I 



RESIGNATION. Part I. B? 

Beyond the themes, which moft admire. 

Which dazzle, or amaze. 
Beyond renown'd exploits of war. 

Bright charms, or empire's blaze. 

Are themes, which, in a world of woc^ 

Can beft appeafe our pain j 
And, in an age of gaudy guilt,. 

Gay folly's flood reilrain j 
Amidft the ftorms of life fupport 

A calm unfhaken mind 3 
And with unfading laurels crown. 

The brow of the refign'd. 

O Refignation I yet unfung. 

Untouched by former (h-ains f 
Though claiming every Mufe's fmile,r 

And every Poet's pains. 

Beneath life's evening, folemn ihade,. 

I dedicate my page 
To thee, thou fafeft guard of youth I 

Thou fole fupport of age I 

All other duties crefcents are 

Of virtue faintly bright. 
The glorious confummation. Thou ! 

Which fills her orb with light : 

How rarely fill'd I The love divine 

In evils to difcern. 
This the firft leflbn which we want,. 

The lateft, which we learn j 

5 A melan«- 



To foftcn forrow,. and forbk 

The burfting tear, to fall j 

Thetafkltreadj dare I to 1 

Of humble profc the ihora 

And put ta fea ? a dangeroui 

What throngs have funk b 

How proud the poet's billow 

The God I the GM I his 1 

A boaft how vain ! What wr 

l>ead bards ftench every co: 

What then am I? Shall I pre. 

On fiich a moulten wing, 
Above the general, wreck, to ri 

And in my winter,, fing^ 
When nightingales, when fwe. 
Confine their charming fong 
To fummer.'s animating heats, 



RESIGNATION. Part I. ft 

But y«ir a ftranger will exaife> 

Nor fcorn his feeble ftrain' 5 
To you* a ftrangerj Iwt, through fate,^ 

No ftrangCF to your pain,- 

The ghoft of grief deceased afcend^. 

His old woiu^bked^ anewf 
His forrows are recaird'to lift ■ 

By thofc he fees in you| 
Tbo well he knows the twifting firing*- 

Of ardent hearty co'mbinM 
When rent afundfer, how they Meed, 

How^hard to Ue refign'd i • 

Thofc tears you pour, his eyes hisive ihcdj , 
The pang you feel, he felt 5 •» 

Thus nature, . loud as virtue-, bid* 
His heartsat yours to melt. 

But what can hearty or head> fuggeft ? ' 

What fad ^xpenieuce foy ? 
Through' truths auftere, to peace wi^ work 

Our rugged, gloomy way ; • 

Whatarc we \ Whence ) For what ? and Whither? i 
Who know not, needs -muft nK>um ; - 

But Thbughtj bright daughter ef the.fktes \ 
Gaa. tears to triumph turn: 

Thought is our armour, 'tSs the mind's 

Impenetrable ihield/ 
When, fcnt by fate, W2 meet our i^%y 

In fore affliflion^s field ; 



■«iiu wmiit it blindJy 

Our peace to pain I 

Thought winds its fo 

From daily.(jying fl 

^o nouri/h rich immo 

Jn amaranthine bow 

Whence throngs, in e: 

•On what once /hock 

And thank the terrors 

For ages of delight. 

All withers here J who 

Are lofers by their gi 

Stung by full proof, th 

life's idle All is vain 

Vain, in its courfe, life' 

I>id not its courfe ofFc 

But murmur ceafei life, 
Still vain#»r f-^^ .-., 
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Had not the Greek his world miftook. 

His wifh had been raoft wife 5 
To be content with but one worlrf, 

Like him, we fliould defj)ffe. 

Of earth's revenue would you flate 

A full accouht, and fair ? 
We hope 3 and hope; and hope 5 then caft 

The total up— - 



Defpair. 



Since vain all here, all fotupe, vaft; 

Embrace the lot affign'd j 
Heaven wounds to heal; its frowns are fnends ; 

Its ftrokes fevere, moft-kind. 

But in laps''d nature, rooted deep. 

Blind error domineers j 
And on fools errands, in the dark, 
. Sends out our hopes and fears 5 

Bids us for ever pains deplore. 

Our pleafures overprize j 
Thefe oft perfuade us to be weak; 

Thofe urge us to be wife. 

From Virtue'l rugged path to right 

By pleafure are we brought 
To flowery fields ef wrong, and there 

Pain chides us for our fault c 



Yet 



And nn dclufiott great, 
' Wh*t-an occonomift' is man 

To fpend his whole eftate, 
.And beggar an eternity '. 

For which,' as he was bom, 
More worids than one againft it 

As feathers he ihould fcorn. 
Say not, yeur lof$ in triumph 1< 

.Rdigion's feeble ftrife } 
Joys-future amply rejmburfe 

Joys bankrupts df this life. 
But not deferr'd your jpy fo lor 

It bears an early dat^} 
Affliftion's ready pay in hand, 
Befriends our prefent ftatej 
What are the tears, which trid 

Her melancholy face, 
f :u^ i:«„;^ «Aarl ? ,Like nearls 
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^Through timers dark vromh, our judgment right. 

If our dim 'eye was thrown^ 
Clear /hould w^fee, the will divine 

Haa hut foreftaird our own { 

JVt variance with oor future wiih, 

Self-fever'd we complain ; 
If {o, the wounded, not the ^eund, 

Muft anfwer forthepahi : 

The day &all comf , ^nd fwift df WBg, 

Though you may think it flow. 
When, in ihe Hft of fortune^i'&iilet/ 

You *I1 enter-frowiw of woe. 

■For- mark ^tbc! -path of Providence $ 

This courfe it has purfued 
^* Pain is the parent, woe the*woml^ 

*« Of found, important good:** 
^Our hearts are faften'd to this worM 

By ibroDg and endlefs tie» $ 
And crvcry forrow cuts « firing. 

And urges us to rife : j 

"Twill found fcvere— Yet reft affur'd 

I *m Ihidious of 'your peace ; 
.Though I^oiitd-dare*^ give jon^fo^^ 

Ycs^ joy of his deceafe: 

•An hour ihaV^eome (you queftion thi#) 

An hour, when you fliall blefs» 
3eyond the brighteft bfcams of Hfe^ 
..Dark days of your diftreft» 

?Hear 
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Hear then without fuquize a truth, 

A daughter- truth to this, 
5wift turns of fortune often tie 

A bleeding heart to bliis : 

Efteem you this a paradox ? 

My facred motto read j 
A glorious truth ! divinely fung 

By one, whofe heart had bled j 
To Refignation fwift he flew. 

In her a frii^ he found, 
A friend, which bleft him with a fauh^ . 

When gafpin^ with his wound« 

'On earth nought precious is ol»tain*d 

But what is painful too ; 
By travel, and to travel bom« 

Our fabbathsi are but few -, 
To real joy. we work our way. 

Encountering many a (hock. 
Ere found what truly charms j as fou&d 

A Veiwis in the block. 

In fome difafter, fome fevere 

Appointment for our fins. 
That mother bledlng (not fo called), . 

True happinefs, begins. 
No martyr e'er defy'd the flamfs, 

By ftings of life unvext 5 
JFirft rofe fome quarrel with this world* . 

Then pallion for the next, ■; 



Yott 
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You fee, then, pangs are parent pang». 

The pangs of happy birth 5 
Pangs, by which only can be borix 

True happinefs on earth. 
The peopled earth look all around, . 

Or through time's records run 5 
And fay, what is a man unfiruck i 

It is a man undone. 

This moment, am I deeply ftung— 

My bold pretence is try*d ; 
When vain man boafts. Heaven puts to proof 

The vauntings of his pride ; 

Now need I, Madanv! your fupport.-^ 

How exquiiite the fmait ! 
How critically timM the * news 

Which ftrikes me to the heart ! 

The pangs of which I fpofce, I feel : 

If worth like thine, is born, 
O long-beloT*d ! I blefs the blow, 

And triumph, whilft I mourn. 

Nor mourn I long ; by grief fubdued 

By reafon's empire fhown ; 
Deep anguiih comes by Heaven's decree, 

Continues by our own 5 

Vol. «I. H • And 

• Whiift "die Author was writing This, he received 
ic news of Mr. Samuel Ricfiardibn's death, who was 
leB printing the former part of tlie Poem. 
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And when continued paft its point. 

Indulged in length of time. 
Grief is difgracc, and, what was fate. 

Corrupts into a crime : 
And fliall I, criminally mean, 

Myfelf and fubjeft wrong ? 
No J my example (hall fupport 

The fubjeft of my fong. 

Madam ! I grant your lofs is great 5 

Nor little is your gain ; 
Let that be weigh'd ; when weighed aright. 

It richly pays your pain j 

When Heaven would kindly fet us free. 

And earth's enchantment end j 
It takes the moft efFe£hial means. 

And robs us of a Friend. 

But fuch a friend ! and iigh no more ? 

'Tis prudent j but fevere ; 
Heaven aid my weaknefs, and I drop. 

All forrow— with this tear. 

Perhaps your fettled grief to footfa, 

I fhould not vainly ftrive. 
But with foft balm your pain afluage. 

Had he been ftill alive ; 

Whofe frequent aid brought kind relief 

In my diftrefs of thought, 
TingM with his beams my cloudy page 

And beautifyM a fault : 

4 . . Toi 
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To touch our paflions' fecret fprings 

Was his peculiar care j 
And deep his happy genius div'd 

In bofoms of the fair ; 

Nature, which favours to the few. 

All art beyond, imparts, 
To him prefented at his birth. 

The key of human hearts. 

But not to n!e by him bequeathed 

His gentle, fmooth addrefs j : 

His tender hand to touch the. >yound 
In throbbing of diilrefs : 

Howe'er, proceed I muft, unblefs'd 
With Efculapian art : ■ , 

Know, love fometimes, miftaken love ! . 
Plays difafFe6lion's part ; 

Nor lands, nor feas, nor funs, nor ftars, , 

Can foul from foul divide ; 
They correfpond from diftant worlds. 

Though tranfport$ are denyM : . 

Are you not, then, unkindly kind ? 

Is not your love fevere ? 
O ! ftop that cryftal fource of woej 

Nor wound him with a tear. 

As thofe above from human blifs 

Receive encreafe of joy j 
May not a ftroke from human woe, 

In part, their peace deftfoy ? 

Ha He 



iiut thofe, I truft, of mi 

Aufpicioiis to the public vn 

And to their fate refign'd 

Think on the tempcfts he fv 
Revolve his battles won 5 

And let thofq prophefy yoni 
From fuch a father's fon : 

Is confolation what you feek 
Fan, then, his martial firt 

Ami animate to flame the fpa 
BequeathM him by his fire 

As hothing great is bom in I. 

Wife nature's time allow ; 
His father''s laurels may defcc 

And floiirifli on his brow. 

Nor, Madanli ! be furpriz'd t 
That laurels may be due 
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Beneath a banner Qqbler far 

Than ever was unfud'd 
In fields of blood i a banner bright ! 

High-wav'd o'er all the world. 
It, like a fh'eaiining nxeteor, calls ' : 

An univerfal light $ 
Sheds day^ fheds more, eter;9a} day 

On nations whelip'd in night. 

Beneath that banner, what exploit 

Can mount our glory higher^ 
Than to fuftain the dreadful blow. 

When thofe we love expire ? 
Go forth a moral Amazon i 

Arm'd with undaunted thought ; 
The battle won, though coding dear 

You '11 think it cheaply bought : 

The padive hero> who fits dpwn 

Unaftive, and can fmile 
Beneath affliction's galling load, 

Out-a6ls a Caefar's toil : 

The billows ftain'd by flaughter'd foes 

Inferior praife afiford } 
Reafon 's a bloodleis conqueror. 

More glorious than the fword. 

Nor can the thunder of huzzas 

From fhouting nations, caufe 
Such fweet delight, as from you; hlp^rt 

Soft whifpers of ^pplaufe : 

H 3 The 



Of bofoms moft difeas 
^"°l<»'JJfte™per,a„ = 

KeJuftancetobepIeas- 
Some feem in lave ^it^^^ 

Andthatfo„l/ie«,en, 

JiJistemperletmejuftly 

And flamp it with difg, 

Sorrow! of horrid pan^nt, 
Thou fecond-bon. of h, 

Againfthearen'sendlefsff 
How dar-ft thou to rebel 

Fro™ black and noxious V3 
And nurs'd by want of , 

And to the door of fn«,., 
^yperfeverance brought, 

^5'"'°»'°&lorio„s, cow« 
F«n>brutaUyeshave,^r 
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Is refignation^s It&m hard ? * 

Examine, we (hall And - 
That duty gives up little more 

Than anguifh of the mind $ 
Relign ; and all the load of life * ^ 

That moment you remove. 
Its heavy tax, ten thoufand cares 

Devolve on one above ; 

Who bids us lay our burthen down 

On his almighty hand. 
Softens our duty to relief. 

To blefling a command. 

For joy what traufe ? how every fcnfc 

Is courted from above 
The year around, with prefents rich,. 

The growth of endlefs love ? 
But moft overlook the blefluigs pour'd. 

Forget the wonders done. 
And terminate, wrapped up in fenfe, > 

Their profpe6l: at the fun ; 

From that, their final point of view, *' 

From that their radiant goal. 
On travel infinite of thought. 

Sets out the nobler foul. 

Broke loofe from time's tenacious ties, 

And earth's involving gloom, 
To range at large its vaft domain,'. 

And talk wh\\ worlds to come : 

H 4 Tliey 
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And their not-dbing is fet d< 

Amongft their darkeft deec 

Though man fits ftill^ and ta 

God is at work on man 5 
No means, no moment unemj 

Toblefshim, if hecan. 
But man conforts not, boldly 

To fafliion his own fate j 

Man, a mere bui^Jer in the tr 

Repents his crime too latej 

Hence loud laments : let me tl 

Indulgent Father! plead j 
Of all the wretches we deplore, 
Not one by thee was made. 
What is thy whole creation fail 

Of love divine the child; 
1-ove brought it forth ; and fn) 
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Man holds in conftant fervice Imuiid 

The bluftering windis and Teas 5 
Nor fuiis difdain to travel hard 

Their mafter, man, to pleafe : 

To final good the woril events 

Through fecret channels run ; 
Finiih for man their deftinM courfe. 

As 'twas for man begun. 

One point (obferv'd, perhaps, by few) 

Has often fmote, and fmites 
My mind, as demonftration fb-ong; 

That heaven in man delights : 

What 's known to man of things unfeen, - 

Of future worlds, or fates ? 
So much, nor more, than what to man's 

Sublime affairs relates ; 

What 's Revelation then ? a lift. 

An inventory juft 
Of that poor infeft's goods, fo late 

Caird out of night and duft. 

What various motives to rejoice I 

To render joy fmcere. 
Has this no weight ? our joy is felt 

Beyond this narrow fphere : 

Would we in heaven new heaven create^ 

And double its delight ? 
A fmiling world, when heaven looks dowiiy 

How pleaiing in its fight \ 

. Angels 



^s. Mvavwu » MTcnging rod t 
When we.prefiune to countera6t 
A fympathetic God f 

If we rcfigiv, our patience makes 
His rod an harmleis wand $ 

If noty it darts a ferpent's fting. 
Like that in Mofes* hand j 

Like diat, it fwallows up whate'i 
Earth^s vain magicians bring, 

Wbofe baffled arts would boaft I 
Of joys a rival fpring. 

Confummate love ! the M how h 
Of bleflings from thy hand ! 

To banifh forrow, and be bleft. 
Is thy fuprerae command. 

Are fuch commands but ill obe) 

Of blifs, fliall we complain ? 
The man, :who dares to be a wr^i 



RESIGNATION. Part I. lo^ ' 

Joy is our Eden ftill poflefs'd : 

Be gone, ignoble grief ! 
'Tis joy makes gods, and men exalts. 

Their nature, our relief j 

Relief, for man to that muft ftoop. 

And his due diftance know ; 
Tranfport 's the language of the fkies. 

Content the ftyle below. 

Content is joy, and joy in pain 

Is joy and virtue too ; 
Thus, whilft good prefent we poffefs 

More precious we purfue : 

Of joy the more we have in hand. 

The more have we to come j 
Joy, like our money, intereft bears. 

Which daily fwells the fum. 

** But how to fmile j to ftem the tide ' 

" Of nature in our veins ; 
** Is it not hard to weep in joy ? 

** What then to fmile in pains ?" 

Vi6torious joy ! which breaks the clouds. 

And druggies through a ftorm j 
Proclaims the mind as great, as good j 

And bids it doubly charm : 

If doubly charming in our fex, 

A fex, by nature, bold ; 
What then in yours ? 'tis diamond there. 

Triumphant o'er our gold. 

And 



^ wiiougii die mediu 

To fet your notions ri 

As tears the %ht, grief 

Its objea dark appears 

True friendlhip, like a ri 

The four« horizon cle; 

A friend 's an optick to 

With forrow clouded c 

And gives it ftrength off 

Redrefs unfeen before. 

Keafon is fomewhat rough 
Kxtremely fmooth and f 

When fhe, to grace her mt 
Aflumes a female air : 

A * Friend you have, and 
Whofe prudent, foft adc 

Will bring to life thofe hej 

^ Which dy'd in your difti 
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Let thofe lament, to whom full bowls 

Of fparkling jojrs are given ; 
That triple bane inebriates life, 

Imbitters death, and hazards heaven t 
Woe to the foul at perfect eafe I 

'Tis brewing perfeft pains 5 
Luird reafon fleeps, the pulfe is king ; 

Defpotic body reigns : 

Have you * ne'er pity'd joy's gay fcenes. 

And deem'd their glory dark ? 
Alas ! poor Envy ! fhe's ftone-blind. 

And quite miftakes her mark ^: 
Her mark lies hid in forrow's ihades. 

But forrow well fubdued ; 
And in proud fortune's frown defy'd 

iBy meek, unborrowed good. 
By Refignation ; all in that 

A double friend may find, 
A wing to heaven, and, vHiile on earth, 

The pillow of mankind : 
On pillows void of down, for reft 

Our refUefs hopes we place $ 
When hopes ofvheaven lie vnana at licart^ 

Our hearts repofe in peace : 
The peace, which refignation ywlds. 

Who feel alone can guefs $ 
^is difbeliev'd by murmvring liiia4B» 

They muft conclude it lefs : 

* Mrs. Montague. 



Th4 



r5** *'*v^uu^, ana It 

To /hine on the refigr 
WliiJe man by that of e 

And virtue, is poflefs 
Foul vice her pandsmor 

In the rebelJious breal 
By Refignation we defea 

The worft that can an 
And fuffbr, with far moi 

Than worldlings can c 

From fmall experience th 
Ol grant to thofe I Jo^ 

Experience fuller far, ye 
Who form our fates a 

My love where due, if no 
Who, leaving grandeu 

To fhine. on age in mean 
And light me to mvth 
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With his own arms provd man '^ o^ercomey 

His boafted laurels die : 
Learning and genius, wifer grown. 

To female bofoms fly. 

Thisurevolution, fix'd by fate. 

In fable was foretold j 
The dark prediction puzzled wits. 

Nor could the learn'd unfold : 
But as thofe * ladies works I read, 'J 

They darted fuch a ray, 
The latent fenfe burft out at once. 

And (hone in open day : 
So burft, full ripe, diftended fruits. 

When fli-ongly ftrikes the fun j 
And from the purple grape unprefs'd 

Spontaneous neftars run, 
Pallas, ('tis faid) when. Jove grew dull, 

Forfook his drowfy brain j 
And fprightly leaped into the throne 

of wifdom's brighter reign ; 
Her helmet took 5 that is, (hot rays 

Of formidable wit; 
And launce, — or, genius moft acute. 

Which lines immortal wxit 5 
And gorgon (hield,— or, power to fright 

Man's folly, dreadful (hone. 
And many a blockhead (eafy change I) 
Tum'd, inftantly, to ftonc. 



*• Mrs. Montague, Mrs. Carter. 
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Hedg^d-in by furly man, is i 
To Britatn^s daughters free 

In Eve (wc know) of fruit f< 
The noble Airft began j 

And they, like her, have cafts 
A fall of fame in man : 

And fince of genius in our fe 
O Addifon ! with thee 

The fun is fet, how I rejoice 
This iifter lamp to fee \ 

It (hods, like Cynthia, filver be 

On man'*s normal ftate ; 
His leflenM light, and languid ; 
'I ihow, whilft I relate. 
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RESIGNATION. 

PART II. 

BU T what in cither fex, beyond 
All parts, our glory crowns ! 
^* In ruffling feafons to be calm, 

" And fmile, when fortune frowns/' 

Heaven's choice is fafer than our own j ^ 

Of ages paft enquire, 
What the moft formidable fate ? 

** To have out own defire." 

If, in your wrath, the worft of foes 

You wifh extremely ill j 
Expofc him to the thunder's ftrbke, 

Or that of his own will. 

What numbers, rufhing down the fteep 

Of inclination ftrong. 
Have perifh'd in their ardent wifh t 

Wifh ard^ent, ever wrong ! 
"^Tis Refignation's full reverfe, 

Mofl wrong, as it implies 
Error raoft fatal in our choice. 

Detachment from the fkies. 

By clofing with the flues, we make 

Omnipotence our ownj 
That done, how formidable ill's 

Whole anny is o'erthrown ? 
Vol. III. I >iIo 
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In earthy and air, and feas 

Beyond us, what can Angels 

Archangels what require ? 
Whate'er below, above, is do: 

Is done a s w e defire. 
What glory this for man fo n 

Whofe life is but a Ipan ? 
This is meridian, majefty ! 

This, the fublime of man ! 

Beyond, the boa(^ of pagan foi 
My facred fubjeft fhines 5 

And for a foil the luftre takes 
Of Rome^s exalted lines. 

*' All, that the fun furveys, fi 
** But Cato's mighty mind. 

How grand ! moft true ; yet j 
The foul of the Refiioi'd : 
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That fatal pride, whofe cruel point 

Transfixed his noble breaft ; 
Far nobler ! if his fate fuftain'd 

Had left to heaven the reft j 
Then he the palm had borne away. 

At diftance Csfar thrown ; 
Put him off cheaply with the world. 

And made the flcies his own. 

What cannot Refignation do ? 

It wonders can perform j 
That powerful charm, " Thy will be done,'* - 

Can lay the loudeft ftorm. 
Come, Refignation ! then, from fields, • 

Where, mounted on the wing, 
A wing of flame, bleft Martyrs fouls 

Afcended to their King : 

Who is it calls thee ? one whofe need 

Tranfcends the common fize ; 
Who ftands in front againft a foe 

To which none equal rife : 

In front he ftands, the brink he treads 

Of an eternal ftatej 
How dreadful his appointed poft ! ' 

How ftrongly arm'd by fate ! 

His threatening foe ! what fhadows deep 

Overwhelm his gloomy brow I 
His dart tremendous ! —at fourfcore 

My fole afylum, thou ! 

I 2 Hafte. 



1 nat promile of eterrtal life, 

A glorious fmlle in death : 

What fight, Heaven's azure a 

Has moft of Heaven to boa] 

The man refignM j at once Cci 

And giving up the ghoft. 
At death^s arrival they /hall Ct 

Who, not in life oe'r-gay. 
Serious, and frequent thought 

To meet him on his way : 
My gay Coaevals ! (fuch there 

If happinefs is dear j 
Approaching death's alarming 

Difcreetly let us fear ; 
The fear of death is truly wife 

Till wifdom can rife higher j 
And, arm'd with pious fortituc 



T^«o«^l, J J 



R E S I G NAT ION. Part II. 117 

But am not I myfelf the man ? 

No need abroad to roam 
In queft of faults to be cbaftisM ; ' 

What caufe to blufh at home ! 

In life's decline, when men relapfe 

Into the fports of youth. 
The fecond child out-fools the firft. 

And tempts the lafh of truth ; 

Shall a mere truant from the. grave 

With rival boys engage ? 
His trembling voice attempt to llngi 

Ancl ape the poet's rage ? 

Here, Madam ! let me vifit one. 

My fault who, partly, fhares. 
And tell rayfelf, by telling him, 

What more becomes our years j 

And if your brcaft with prudent zeal 

For refignation glows. 
You will not dilapprove a juft 

Refentment at its foes. 

In youth, Voltaire ! our foibles plead 

For fome indulg(;nce due ; 
When heads are white, their thoughts and aims 

Should change their colour too : 

How are you cheated by your wit ! 

Old age is bound to pay, 
By nature's law, a mind difcrect. 

For joys it takes away; 

I 3 A mlghiy 



And all their charms expofi 
When evening damps> and (h: 
Their evolutions clofe. 

What though your Mufe has i 

Is that our true fublime ? 
Ours, hoary friend ! is to pref 

Eternity to time : 
Why clofe a life fo juftly faro' 

With fudi bold trafli as * th 
This for i*enown ? yes, fuch as 

Obfcurity a blifs : 

Your trafli, with mine, at open 

Is f obftinately bent. 
Like wits below, to fow your ta 

Of gloom, and difcontent : 
With fo much funfliine at comr 

Why light with darknefs mix 
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A curious web^ as finely wrought 

As genius can infpire^ 
From a black bag of poifon fpun. 

With horror we admire. 

Mean as it is^ if this is read 

With a difdainful air, 
I can't forgive fo great a foe 

To my dear friend Voltaire : 

Early I knew him, early praisM, 

And long to praife him Tate i 
His genius greatly I admire. 

Nor would deplore his fate j 
A fate how much to be deplor'dl 

At which our nature ftarts } 
Forbear to fall on your own fword^ 

To pcrifh by your parts : 

*' But great your name'' — To feed on air. 

Were then immortals bom ? 
Nothing is great, of which more great, 

More glorious is the fcorn. 

Can fame your carcafe from the worm 

Which gnaws us in the grave. 
Or foul from that which never dies. 

Applauding Europe fave ? 

But fame you lofe ; good fenfe alone 

Your idol, praife can claim j 
When wild wit murders happinefs, 
• I< puts to death our fame j 

I 4 Nor 



And what, .orivjpal^s'above 
Canproudeftlau,;j, b„3ft/' 

Soundheads ralvatio„-s.hel«e, 
Kefplendent are its rays. 

I-et^that|Uffice,it„eeds„op,„, 
"I lublunary praife. 

May this enable wuch'd Voltaire 
Tofeethat_t«Ai]isright,- 

H-eye,byfla/hofwitfc-uckbi; 
Keftonngtoitsfight; 

^^4°' ^"'*-^"-- who much have 

, Z'''""'"^'' have been Wivcn • 

X pe^ with ioy. with ioyhf-irhe: 

Voltaxres are, now, in heaven 

Nay. fuch philanthropy divine, 
' So boundlefs in degree 

Its marvellous of love e«ends 
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Walking, the prefent God was feen> 

Of old, in Eden lair j 
The God as prefent, by plain ftep-s 

Of providential care, 

I behold pafJing through my life j 

His awful voice I hear; 
And, confcious of my nakednefs. 

Would hide myfelf for fear: 

But where the trees, or where the clouds. 

Can cover from his fight ? 
Naked the center to that eye. 

To which the fun is night. 

As yonder glittering lamps on high. 

Through night illumined roll j 
May thoughts of him, by whom they (hiottf, 

Chafe darknefs from my foul j 

My foul, which reads his hand as dear 

In my minute affairs, 
As in his ample manufcript 

Of fun, and moon, and ftars $ 

And knows him not more bent aright 

To wield that vaft machine. 
Than to correal one erring thought 

In my frnall world within j 

A world, that (hall furvive the fall 

Of all his wonders here ; 
Survive, when funs ten thouiaiul drop» 

And leave a darkened fphere. 

Yot» 



v/ur contemplation dwell j 
On thofe my thoughts how juftlj 
By what I now Ihall tell : 

When backward with attentive e 
Life's labyrinth I trace, 

I find him far myfelf beyond 
Propitious to my peace : 

Through all the crooked paths I 

My folly he purfued ; 
My heart aftray to quick return 

Importunately wooM j 

Due Refignation home to prefs 
On my capricious will. 

How many refcues did 1 meet. 
Beneath the maflc of ill ! 

How many foes in ambufli laid 
Beneath my fouPs defire I 
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I rarely planned, but caufe I found 

My plan's defeat to blefs : 
Oft I lamented an event ; 

It tum'd to my fuccefs* 

By iharpen'd appetite to give 

To good intenfe delight. 
Through dark and deep perplexities 

He led me to the right. 
And is not this the gloomy path. 

Which you are treading now ? 
The path moft gloomy leads to light. 

When our proud paflions bow : 

When labouring under fancy'd ill. 

My fpirits to fuftain. 
He kindly curM with fovereign draughts 

Of unimagin'd pain. 

Pain'd fenfe from fancy's tyranny / 

Alone can fet us free ; 
A thoufand miferies we feel. 

Till funk in mifery. 

Cloy'd with a glut of all we wkh. 

Our wifh we relifh lefs j 
Succefs, a fort of fuicide, 

Is ruin'd by fuccefs : 

Sometimes he led me near to death,. 

And, pointing to the grave. 
Bid terror whifper kind advice ; 

And taught the tomb ta favcr 

To 



of mirrors, are unknown j 

In this my fate can you defcry 

No features of your own ? 

And if you can, let that excui 
Thefe felf- recording lines j 

A record, modefty forbids, 
Or to fmall bound confines ; 

In grief why deep ingulph'd ? 

Vou fuffer nothing rare j 
Uncommon grief for common 

That wifdom cannot bear. 

When ftreams flow backward i 
And humbled flames dcfcen* 

And mountains wingM flwll fl 
Then human forrows end ; 

But human prudence too muft 
When forrows domineer, 
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From what feeraM horror, and dcfpair. 

The richeft harveft rofe ; 
And gave me in the nod divine 

An abfolute repofe. 

Of all the plunders of mankind. 

More grofs, or frequent, none. 
Than in their grief and joy mifplac'd. 

Eternally are ihown. 

But whither points all this parade ? 

It fays, that near you lies 
A book, perhaps, yet unpenis'd. 

Which you fhould greatly prize : 
Of felf-perufal, fcience rare ! 

Few know the migity gain ; 
Learn 'd Prelates, felf-unread, may read 

Their Bibles o'er in vain : 

Self-knowledge, which from heaven itfelf 

(So fages tell us) came. 
What is it, but a daughter fair 

Of my maternal theme ? 

Unlctter'd, and untravePd men 

An oracle might find. 
Would they confult their own contents^ 

The Delphos of the mind. 

Enter your bofom ; there you 'II meet 

A revelation new, 
A revelation perfonal. 

Which none can read but you | 

Tktrt 



-^Kiiner, Drotfter, ^ufej 

Of death, divorce, or end 

Who fuch a matchlefs friend 

And Jodge him in their he 

Full well, from agonies exen 

With other friends may pa 

As when overloaded branches 

I-arge clufters big with win 

We fcarce regret one falling 1 

From the luxuriant vine. 

% Aort advice to you may f( 

Obfcure, or fomewhat odd, 

Though 'tis the beft that man, 
" Ev'n be content with God 

Tb-ough love He gave you the 
Through greater took him he 

Tins reafon fully could evince. 
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His eye, this inflant, reads your heart 5 

A truth lefs obvious hear ; 
This inftant its moft fecret thoughts 

Are founding in his ear : 

Difpiite you this ? O ! ftand in awe. 

And ceafe your forrow ; know. 
That tear, now trickling down, Heiaw 

Ten thoufand years ago j 

And twice ten thoufand hence, if you 

Your temper reconcile 
To reafon's bound, will he behold 

Your prudence with a fmile j 

A fmile, which through eternity ^ 

DifFufes fo bright rays. 
The dimmeft deifies e'en guilt. 

If guilt, at laft, obeys : 

Your guilt (for guilt it is to mourn. 

When fuch a fovereign reigns) 
Your guilt diminifh 5 peace purfue j 

How glorious peace in pains I 

Here, then, your forrows ceafe j if not. 

Think how unhappy they. 
Who guilt increafe by ftreaming tears. 

Which guilt ihould wafli away j 

Of tears that gufli profufe reftrain 5 

Whence burft thofe difmal Cghs ? 
They from the throbbing breaft of one 

(Strange truth !) moft happy rife ; 

Not 



J-oraiihiscareasabfolute, 
As all had been but one. 

And is He then Co near ! fo kind 

How little then, and great. 
That riddle, man ! O ! let me ga 

At wonders in his fate 5 
His fate, who yefterday did crawl 

A worm from darknefs deep. 
And fliall, with brother-worms, 1 

A turf, to-morrow fleep • 
How mean !^And yet, if wdl ol 

His mighty Matter's call, 
Ti? whole creation for mean man 

Is deemM a boon too fmaJl , 
Too fmall the whole creation deem 

For emmets in the duft I 
Account amazing ! yet moft true^ 
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■Give iMtn eartk^s empire (if no more) 

He ^s beggarM> and undone I 
ImprifonM in unbounded ipace t 

Benighted by the fun 1 

For what the ibn^s meridian blaze 

To the moft feeble ray 
Which glimmers from the diftant daw«^ 

Of uncreated day ? 

^Tis not the Poet's rapture feign'd 

Swells here the vain to pleafe ; 
The mind moft fober kindles moit 

At truths fublime as tliefe | 

They warm ev'n me.— I dare not fay. 

Divine ambition ftrove 
Not to blefs only, but t»nfbund» 

Nay, fright us with its love j 

And yet fo frightful what, or kind. 

As that the rending rock^ 
The darkened fun, and rifing dead. 

So formidable {poke f 

And are we darker than that fun ? 

Than rocks more hard, and blind f 
We arej — ^if not to fuch a God 

In agonies refign'd. 

Yes, ev'n in agonies forbear 
To doubt sQmighty love { 
Whate'er endears eternity. 

Is mercy from above; 
Idl. III. K What 



And an Omnipotence pre] 
Its banquet for the wifi 

Ambrofial banquet I rich 
Neftareous to the foul ' 

What tranfports fparfcle i 
As angels fill the bowl 

Fountain profufe of ever] 
Good-will immenfe pn 

Man^s line can^t fathom i 
An apgel's plummet fs 

Thy love aiid might, by 
Who judge, nor dreair 

They aflc a drop,, how dt 
One fand, how wide tl: 

Of thy exuberant good-^ 

Offended Deity t 
The thoufandA part who 
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And thofe beyond of brighter worlds 

Wliy not a million more ?— 
In lieu of anfwer, let us all 

Fall proftrate, and adore. 

Since thou art infinite in power. 

Nor thy indulgence lefs ; 
Since man, quite impotent and blind, 

Oft drops into diftrefs ; 

Say, what is Refignation ? 'Tis 

Man^s weaknefs underftood ; 
And wifidPom grafping, with an hand 

Far ftronger, every good. 
Let rafh repiners ftand apptlPd, 

In Thee who dare not truft j 
Whofe abjeft fouls, Kke demons dark. 

Are munniiring in the duft : 
For man to murmur, or repine 

At whJIby Thee is done. 
No lefs abfurd, than to complain 

Of darknefs in the fun. 

Who would not, with an heart at eafc. 

Bright eye, unclouded brow, 
Wifdom and goodnefs at the helm. 

The rougheft ocean plough ? 

What, though I 'm fwallow'd in die deep ? 

Though moun^ns o*ci* me roar ? 
Jehovah reigns I as Jonah fafe, 

I 'm landed, and adore : 

K » Thy 
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To Thee, their fo„„ 

"J'^'.-Mcurl'daiy.u 
Meandering ftreams I 

NotIeftco«pell'dbjrR, 

io Thee our foul, aft 
Thantothy&i„, 5y^ 

«>«h mounts material 

'^jT'','*'^pW-gthejrex 
/ *««' my i})ir.t8 rife, 

Ifeelayfeffthyfon,,^^ 
'<"• patrimonial ft;„, 

W ardent thiriJ of futw 
Andgenerou,fe„ferf 

Andbmdsaffeaionfoft. 

Since great thy We, and « 
Antu.r-'^'-'-'ftWu.d. 
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And pain for me I for me was drain'd 

Gairs overflowing bowl ? 
And Ihall one diop to murmur bold 

Provoke my guilty foul ? 

If pardon'd this, what caufe, what crime 

Can indignation raife ? 
The fun was lighted up to (hine. 

And man was bom- topraife ; 

And when to praife the man ihall ceafe. 

Or fun to flrike the view 5 
A cloud diihonours both ; but man *s 

The blacker of the two : 

For oh ! Ingratitude how bl^ck ! 

With mod profound amaze 
At love, which man belov'd o^eidooks, 

Aftonifh^d angels gaze. 

Praife chears, and warms, like generous wiae ; 

Praife, more divine than prayer ; 
Prayer points our ready path to heaven | 

Praife is already there. 

Let plauiive Reiignation rife. 

And banifii all complaint $ 
All virtiies thronging into one. 

It finifhes the faint j 

Makes the man blefs'd, as man can be j 

Lifers labours renders light ; 
Darts beams through fate's incumbent gloom. 

And lights our fun by night j 

K 3 'Tis 



- -pnire -t will ;„ 
■^'i heaven i, ,„ 

■'i'' virtue dies • rZ 

The wire with ardour 
^ft^n prayer partake, th 

^"■^ftstfarough heaven's c 

The labouring ,„^ 

ThatWefs'dexpediem 
^^-youfaradvanc-dijp 

JfteyouonyourJcnees: 
«°":-thntpoft„«,,, 

Dmne for ever ftone. 
An humbJe heart, r--,!/ . 
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Such honour how Aiall we repay ? 

How treat our gueft divine ? 
The facrifice fiipreme be flain ! 

Let felf-will die : Refign. 
Thus far, at large, on our difeafe 5 

Now let the caufe be (hown. 
Whence rifes, and will ever rife. 

The difmal human groan : 

What our fole fountain of diftrefs ? 

Strong paflion for this fcene 5 
That trifles makes important, things 

Of mighty moment mean : 

When earth*8 dark maxims poifon ihed 

On our polluted fouls. 
Our hearts and interefts fly as far 

Afunder, as the poles 5 

Like princes in a cottage nurs'd. 

Unknown their royal race, 
With abjeft aims, and fordid joys. 

Our grandeur we difgrace ; 

O ! for an Archimedes new. 

Of moral powers poffefs'd. 
The world to move, and quite expel 

That traitor from the breaft. 
No fmall ^advantage may be reap'd 

From fhought whence we defcend ; 
From weighing well, and prizing weigh'd 

Our origin, and end : 

K 4 From 
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From far abo^e the glorious fun 

To this dim fcene we came ; 
And may^ if wife, for ever bade. 

In great Jehovah''s beam : 

Let that bright beam on Reafon rouz'd 

In awful luftre rife, 
£arth*8 giant-ills are dwarfed at once^ 

And all difquiet dies t 

£arth*s glories too their fpIen<iour loicy 
Thofe phantoms charm no more ^ 

Empire *s a feather for a fooU 
And Indian mines are poor : 

Then leverd qi»ite, whilft yet alivc> 

The monarch and his ilave ; 
Nor wait enlightened mind^ to learn 

That leiTon from the grave : 
A George the, Third would then be low 

As Lewis in renown. 
Could he not boaft of glory more 

Than fparkles from a crown. 

When hutnan glory rifes hi^ 

As human glory can ; 
When, though the King is truly great» 

Still greater is the Man $ 

The man is dead, where virtue fails i 
And though the Monarch proud 

In grandeur fhines, his gorgeous robe 
Is but a gaudy fhroud, 

wii; 



RESIGNATION. Part H. 13? 

Wifdom! where art thou ? None on earthy 
Though grafping wealthy fame, power. 

But what, O death 1 through thy approach,. 
Is wiier every hour j 

Approach how fwift, how unconfiii'd f 

Worms feaft on viands rare, 
Thofe little epicures have kings. 

To grace their bill of fare t v 

From kings what refignation due « 

To that almighty will. 
Which thrones beftows, and, when they iulp, 

Can throne them higher ftill ? 

Who truly great ? The good and braveyr 

The mailers of a mind 
The will divine to do refolv'd. 

To fuffer it refign'd. 

Madam ! if that may give it weighs 

The trifle you receive 
Is dated from a (blemn fcene. 

The border of the grave j. 

Where ftrongly llrikes the trembling foul 

Eternity's dread power. 
As biurfting on it through the thin 

Partition of an hour j 

Hear this, Voltaire I but this from me* 

Runs hazarid of your frown ; 
However, fpare it 5 ere you die. 

Such thoughts will be your own« 



Now, makes us difagree j 
When a far louder trumpet foun< 
Voltaire will clofe with me : 

How fhocking is that modefly. 

Which keeps fome honeft men 
From urging what their hearts ft 

When brav'd by folly's pen 
Affaulting truths, of which in a! 

Is fown the facred feed ! 
Our conftitution 's orthodox. 

And clofes with our creed : 

What their are they, whofe prou« 
Superior wifdom boaft ? 

Wretches, who frght their own b 
And labour to be loft I 

Though Vice, by no fuperior joy 
Her heroes keeps in pay 5 
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From fancy's forge : gay fancy fmile» 

At reafon plain, and cool j 
Fancy, whofe curious trade it is 

To make the fineft fool- 
Voltaire ! long life 's the greateft ctirfe 

That mortals can receive, 
When they imagine the chief end w 

Of living is to live 5 

Quite thoughtlcfs of their day of death, 

That birth-day of their forrow j 
Knowing, it may be diftant far,. 

Nor crufli them till — to-morrow; 

Thefe are cold, northern thoughts, conceiv^ii 

Beneath an humble cet ; j 

Not mine, your genius, or your ftatc, 

No * caftle is my lot : 
But foon, quite level ihall we lie ; , 

And, what pride moft bemoans. 
Our parts, in rank fo diftant now,. 

As level as our bones ; 
Hear you that found ? Alarming found t 

Prepare to meet your fate! 
One, who writes Finis to our works. 

Is knocking at the gate ; 
Far other works will foon be weigh'd j 

Far other judges fit ; 
Far other crowns be loft or won. 

Than fire ambitious wit : 

Their 
* Letter to Lord Lyttelton, 



O ! may 'ft thou never, nevei" lofe 
That more than • golden key ! 

Whatever may feem too rough excufCf 
Your good I have at heart : 

Since from my foul I wifh you well ; 
As yet we muft not part : 

Shall you, and J» in love with life. 
Lifers future fchemes contrive. 

The world in wonder not unjuft, 
That we are ftill alive ? 

What have we left ? How mean in nu 
A ihadow's fhade to crave I 

When life, fo vain I is vainer ftill, 
'Tis time to take ypur leave : 

Happier, than happieft life, is deaths 
Who falling in the field 

Of conflift with his rebel will. 
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O ! how diforderM our machine^ 

When contradiflions mix ! 
When nature ftrikes no lefs than twelve^ ^ 

And folly points at fix I 

To mend the moments of your heart. 

How great is my delight 
Gently to wind your morals up> 

And fet your hand aright I 

That hand, which fpread your wlfdom widfc 

To poifon diftant lands : 
Repent, recant ; the tainted age 

Your antidote demands j 

To Satan dreadfully refignM, 

Whole herds rufli down the fteep 
Of folly, by lewd wits poflefsM, 

And perifh in the deep. 

Men's praife your vanity purfues ; 

*Tis well, purfue it (till ; 
But let it be of men deceased. 

And you Ul refign the will ; 
And how fuperior they to thofe 

At whofe applaufe you aim j 
How very far fuperior they 

In number, and in name ! 



POST- 



JNo mortal Aould preftjme j 
Or only write, what none can bla 

Hie jacet^fov his tomb : 
The public frowns, and cenfures 

My puerile employ J 
-Though juft the cenfure, . if you fj 

The fcandal I enjoy j 
BHt £mg no more— no morp I fmg 

Or reaffume the lyre, 
'Unlefs vouchfard an humble pjrt 

Where Raphael leads the choir: 
What myriads fwell the concert Ic 

Their golden harps refound 
•High, as the footftool of the thron 

And deep, as hell profound ; 
Hell (horrid contraft () chord and 

Of rapturM angels drowns 
In felf-wiirs peal of blafnh^miAc 
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. -'Whilft this grand chorus ihakes the ikies— 
** Above, beneath the fun, 
** Th^o^gh boundlefs age, by men, by gods, 
*' Jehovah's will be done.'** 

^Tis done> in 4ieaven j whence headlong hurl-d 

Self-will with Satan fell ; 
And muft from earth be baniih'd too, 

Or earth's another hell j 

Madam ! felf-will infli6ls your pains : 

Self-will 's the deadly, foe 
Which deepens all the difmal lhadc«, 

And points the Ihafts of woe : 

Your debt to-naiure fiilly paid. 

Now virtue claims her due : 
But virtue's caufe I need not plead, 

'Tis fafe ; I write to You : 

You know, that virtue's bails lies 

In ever judging right 5 
. And wiping error's clouds away, 

Which dim the mental fight : 
Why mourn the dead ? you wrong the grave. 

From ftorm thatiafe refort; 
We are ftill toiling out at fea, 

Our admiral in port. 

Was death deny'd, this world, a fcene 

How difmal and forlorn I 
To death we owe, that 'tis to man 

A bleifing to be borai > ■' 

When 



^one phick from their una 
Soft pilJows in the dufk I 

Well-pkas'd to bear heavej 
Your utmoft power empl< 

'Tis noble chemifhy to tun 
Neceffity to joy. 

Whatever the colour of my 
My fate fhall be my choic 

Determin-d am I, whilft I bi 
Topraifeandtorejoicej 

What ample caufe! triumph 

O rich eternity! 

I ftart not at a world in flam( 

Charmed with one glimpfe 

And thou ! its great inhabits 

How glorious doft thou fliii 

And dart through forrm«r a.. 



RESIGNATION. Part IL 145 

Weigh this, ye pupils of Voltaire ! 

From joylefs murmur free 5 
Or, let us know, which chara6ler 

Shall crown you of the three. 
Hefign, refign : this lefTon none 

Too deeply can inftill 5 
A crown has been refignM by more. 

Than have refignM the will j 

Though will refign'd the meaneft makes 

Superior in renown, 
And richer in celeftial eyes. 

Than he who wears a crown 5 
Hence,'Hn the bofom cold of age. 

It kindled a flrange aim 
To fhine in fong j and bid me boaii: 

The * grandeur of my theme j 

But oh ! how far prefumption falls 

Its lofty theme below ! 
Our thoughts in Jife's December freeze. 

And numbers ceafe to flow. 

Firft ! greateft I beft ! grant what I wrote 

For others, ne'er may rife 
To brand the writer 5 thou alone 

Canft make our wifdom wife j 
And how nnwife ! how deep in guilt ! 

How infamous the fault ! 
" A teacher thron'd in pomp of words, 

** Indeed, beneath the taught !'* 
Vol. III. L Means 

* Page 87. 



U J tor a loui on nrc. 
Thy praife, begun on earth, to founc 
Where angels ftrlng the lyre j 

How cold IS man ? to him how hard 

(Hard, what moft eafy feemfs) 
*< To fet a juft eftcem on that^ 

«' Which yet he — moft efteems." 
What (hall we fay, when bound lefs 

Is ofFer'd to mankind. 
And, to that offer when a race 

Of rationals is blind ? 
Of human nature ne*er too high 

Arc our ideas wrought 5 
Of human merit ne'er too low 

Deprefs'd the daring thought. 
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[ H9 ] 
ON THE LATE QUEEN'S DEATH, 

AND 

HIS MAJESTY'S ACCESSfON TO THE tHRONE, 

SI R, I have long, and with impatience, fought, 
Toedfe the fulln^fs of 'ray gratrful thought, 
My fame kt once, and duty to purine, 
And pleafe the public, by riijp^ft'tD you. 

Though you, long flttce'bfeyond 'Britannia known. 
Have fpread your Country's glory with your own ; 
To me you never did more lovely fliine. 
Than when fo late the kindled wrath divine 
Quench'd our ambition, in gr^at Anna*s fufe. 
And darkened all the pomp of human ftate. 
Though you are rich in fame, and fame dcdy. 
Though rAis'd in life, and greatrtefs fade away, 
Your luftre brightens : virtire cuts the gloom 
With purer rays, and fparkles near a t6mb. 

Know, fir, the great efteem arid honour due, 
I chofe that moment to profefs to you. 
When fa'dnefs reignM, when fortune, fo fevere. 
Had warm'd our bofoms to be moft fincere. 
And when no motives could have force to ralfe 
A ferious vahie, and provoke my praife. 
But fuch as rife above, and far tranfcend 
Whatever glories with this world fliall end, 

L 3 Then 



— ., 6*«i*t me weignt at grief our h 
We languifliy and to {peak is to com 

Let us look back, (for who too o: 
That moft illuftrious fcene, for ever 
See all the feafons ihine on Anna's 1 
And pay a conftant tribute, not theii 
Her fummer's heats nor fruits alone 
They reap the harveil, and fubdue tl 
And when black ftorms confefs the c 
Her winters wear the wreaths, her ft 
Revolving pleafures in their turns ap| 
And triumphs are the produ£b of the 
To crown the whole, great joys in gi 
And glorious vi6lory is loft in peace. 

Whence this profufion on our favoi 
Did partial fortune on our virtue finiJ 
Or did the fceptre, in great Anna's h 
Stretch forth this rich iadulgcnce o'er 
Ungrateful Britain ! mnf tt^" " 
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2Ier virtue iiaooths the tumult of the main, 
^nd fwells the field with mountains of the ilain. 
Argyll and Churchill but the glory fhare. 
While jnillions lie fubdued by Anna's prayer. 

How great her z^al I how fervent her deflre ! 
How did her foul in holy warmth expire I 
Conftant devotion did her time divide, 
Not fet returns of pleafure or of pride. 
Not want of reft, or the fun's parting ray. 
But finiih'd duty, limited the day. 
How fweet fucceeding fleep ! what lovely themes 
Smird in her thoughts, and foftenM all her dreams t 
Her royal couch defcending angels fpread. 
And joined their wings a Ihelter o'er her head. 

Though Europe's wealth and glory claim'd a part, 
Religipn's caufe reign'd miftrefs of her heart : 
She faw, and gi'iev'd to fee, the mean eftate 
Of thofe who round the hallow'd altar wait ; 
She (hed her bounty, pioully profufe, 
And thought it more her own in facred ufe. 

Thus on his furrow fee the tiller ftand. 
And fill with genial feed his lavifli hand j 
He trufts the kindnefs of the fruitful plain. 
And providently fcatters all his grain. 

What ftrikes my fight ? dofes proud Augufta rife 
New to behold, and awfully furprize ! 
Her lofty brow more numerous turrets crown. 
And facred domes on .palaces look down ; ^. . 
A noble pride of piety is fhown. 
And temples caft a luftie on the throne. 

L 4. How 



Great in her goodnefsy well could we p< 
Whoever fought, it was a queen that ga 
Misfortune loft her name, her guiltlefs i 
But made another debtor to the crown j 
And each unfriendly ftroke, from fate w 
Became our title to the regal ftore. 

Thus injurM trees adopt a foreign (ho 
And their wounds blofTom with a fairer 

Ye numbers, who on your misfortunes 
When firft the dreadful blaft of fame an 
Say what a (hock, what agonies you felt. 
How did your fouls with tender anguifli 
That grief which living Anna's love fup 
Shook like a tempeft every grateful breafl 
A fecond fate our linking fortunes tryM 
A fecond time our tender parents dy'd I 

Heroes returning from the field we crc 
And deify the haughty vi6lor's frown. 



i:j i*.i. *- 
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One drop of water,' that refrefh'd the dry. 
Shall rife a fountain of eternal joy. 

But ah 1 to that unknown and diftant date. 
Is virtue's great reward pufli'd off by fate ; 
Here random fliafts in every breaft are found. 
Virtue and merit but provoke the wound. 
Auguft in native worth and regal ftate, 
Anna fate arbitrefs of Europe's fate j 
To diftant realms did every accent fly, 
And nations watch'd each motion of her eye. 
Silent, nor longer awful to be feen. 
How fmall a fpot contains the itiighty queen ! 
No throng of fuppliant princes mark the place. 
Where Britain's greatnefs is composM in peace i 
The broken earth is fcarce difcem'd to rife. 
And a ftone tells us where the monarch lies. 

Thus end matureft honours of a crown I 
This is the laft conclufion of renown ! 

So when with idle (kill the wahton boy 
Breathes through his tube ; he fees, with eager joy. 
The trembling bubble, in its rifing fmall 5 
And by degrees expands the glittering ball. 
But when, to full perfeftion blown, it flies 
High in the air, and fhines in various dyes. 
The little monarch, with a falling tear. 
Sees his world burft at once, and difappear. 
'Tis not in forrow to reverfe our doom. 
No groans unlock th* inexorable tomb ! 
Why then this fond indulgence of our Ivoe f 
What fruit can rife> or what advantage ilowt 

Yes, 



i o vinaicaie 4ium ^un*. ww. . — ^ ^.^ . 
Our joys anfcy and innocently (hine, 
Aufpicious monarch ! what a praife is thine.! 
Welcome, great ftranger, to Britannia^s th 
Nor let thy country think thee all her own. 
Of thy delay how oft did we complain J 
Our hopes reachM out, and met the^ on the 
With prayer we fmooth the billows for thy t 
With ardent wiflies fill thy fwelling fheet j 
And when thy foot took place on Albion's 
Wc bending blefsM the Gods, and aflt'd no 
What hand but thine fliould conquer and cc 
Join thofe whom intereft joins, and chace o 
•Repel the daring youth's prefumptuous ain 
And by his rival's greatnefs give him fame 
Now in fome foreign court he may fit dowr 
And quit without a bluih the Britifh crown 
Secure his honour, though he lofe his ftor^ 
And take a lucky moment to be poor. 
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the more fcenes your genius was difplayM^ 
e greater debt was on Britannia laid : 
ey all confpir'd this mighty man to raife, 
d your new i\]bje£ls proudly fhare the praife. 
^1 (hare ^ but may not we have leave to boaft 
at we contemplate, and enjoy it moft ? 
is ancient nurfe of arts, indulgM by fate 

gentle Ifis"" bank, a calm retreat, 
: many rolling ages juftly fam'd, 
s through the world her loyalty proclaim^; 
id often pour'd (too well the truth is known !) 
r blood and treafure to fupport the throne ! 
r England^s church her lateft accents ftrainM^ 
id freedom with her dying hand retained ^ 

wonder then her various ranks agree 

all the fervencies of zeal, for thee. 
What though thy biith a diftant kingdom boaft, 
id feas divide thee from the Britifti coaft ? 
le crown 's impatient to inclofe thy head j 
hy ftay thy feet ? the cloth of gold is fpread. 
u: ftrift obedience through the world ihall tell 
lat king 's a Briton, who- can govern well I 
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E INSTALMENT. 

FTH invocations feme their breafts mflamci 
I need no Mufe, a Walpolc is my theme, 
nighty dead, ye garterM ions of praife t 
orning ftars ! our boaft in former days ! 
- hovering o'er, 'your purple wings difplay, 
by the pomp of this diftinguHh'd day, 

and attend : by one, the knee be bound j 
hrow the mantle's crimfon folds around ; 
t, the fword on his proud thigh be plac'd 5 
dafp the diamond-girdle round his waift } 
eaft, with rays, let juft Godolphin ipread j, 
Burleigh plant the plumage on his head j 
;dward own, fmce firft he fixt the race, 
>reft fair glory with a fwifter pace, 
en fate would call fome mighty genius for* 
ike a drooping age to godlike worth, 

ibme favourite king's illufbrious toil» 
i his blood with generous ardour boif; 
ood, from virtue's celebrated fource, 
. down the fteep of time, a lengthen'd courfe ) 
nen prepar'd may juft attention pay, 
d by the dawn to mark the glorious day, 

all the fcatter'd merits of his tine 
ted to a point, intenfely ihine. 

Britain, fee thy Walpole ftiine from for, 
ureribboBi and hit radiant ftarj , 

Aftar* 



XX war s oraain a, cms uar mall dart i 
Through that black cloud» which rifing fron 
With thunder> form'd of Brunfwick'^ w 
To claim the Teas, and awe the continent 
This iliall direa it, where the bolt to thn 
A ftar for us> a comet to the foe. 

At this tl^ Mufe fksiW kindle, and afpi] 
My breafty O Walpole, glows with gratei 
The ftreams of royal bounty, tum'd by^tl 
Refreih the dry domains of poefy. 
My fortune ihew«, when arts are Walpolc 
What {lender worth forbids us to defpair : 
Be this thy partial fmile from cenfure free 
'*T was meant for merit, though it fell on 

Since Brunfwick's fmile has authohz''d i 
Chafte be her condudk, and fublime her vie 
Falfc praifes are the whoredoms of the pen 
Which proftitute fair fame to worthlefs me 
This prophanation of celeftial ^r*» 
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..rid rooted deep } one means muft fet them free i 
atron t and patriot ! let them fing of thee. 
While vulgar trees ignobler honours wear, 
!or thoft retain, when winter chills the year j 
"he generous Orange, favourite of the fun, 
(Tith vigorous charms can through the feafons run j 
(efica the ftorm with her tenacious greeny 
Lnd flofwert and fruit* in rival pomp are feen : 
^There-bloflbms^fall, ftili fiturer foloflbms fpring^ 
lnd midA their fweets the feathered poets iing. 

On Walpok, thus, may pleas'd Briunnia view 
U oace htr ornament and pro&t too ; 
rhe fruit of fervice, and the bloom of famft» 
4atur^d, and gilded by the royal beam. 
3c, when the nipping blafts of enyy rife, 
its guilt can pity, and-its rage defpife i 
jets fall no honours, but iecurely great 
Jhfaded holds the colour -of his fate : 
^o winter knows, though ruffling- famous prcfs 3 
By wiidom deeply rooted in fuccefs ; 
Dne glory filed, a brighter is difplay'd * j 
/knd the charmed Mufes (belter in his ihade. 

O how I long, enkindled by the theme, 
[n ^decp eternity to launch thy name I 
rhy name in view, no rights of verfe I plead, 
But what cha^ trtitb indites, old time ihali read« 

** Bebold 1 a man of ancient faith and bloo49 
^ Which, Ibpn, beat high for itirts, and public^good ; 

Vot.ni. <fJ4 *' \*hoft 

f .. .11.,...'*'^ 

* Knight tf fiit Bath, and then of the Garter. 
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** Whofe glory great, but natural appears, ' 
'* The genuine growth of fervices and years ; 
" No I'udden exhalation drawn on high, 
«* And fondly gilt by partial majefly t 
<* One bearing greateft toils with greatefteafe, 
«* One born to fcrye us, and yet bom to pleafe : 
" Whom, while our rights in equal fcales he lay! 
«* The prince may truft, and-yet the people pndft 
♦* His genius ardent, yet his judgment clear, 
'* Hi? tongutf is flowing, und his heart fincere," 
«* His council guides, his temper chears our ifle; 
" And, fmiling, gives three kingdoms caufetolh 

Joy then to Britain, bleft with fuch a (on. 
To Walpole joy, by whom the prize it won ; 
Who nobly <onrcioiis meets the /miles of fate. 
True greatncfs lies in daring to be great. 
Let daHard fouls, or affcflation, run 
To (hades, nor wear bright honours fairly won j 
Siich men prefer, mifled by falfe applaufe, 
Tlu; pride of roodefty to virtue^s caufe. 
Honours, which make the facejof virtue fair, 
'Tis great to merit, and 'tis wife to ^vear ; 
'Tis holding up the pri»e to> public Yiew, 
Confirms grown virtue, and inflames the new j •• 
Heightens the luflrc of our age and clime. 
And (beds rich feeds of wortk for future tixne. 

Pn)ud chiefs alone, in fields of flaughter fonM 
Of old, this azure bloom of glory claim*d. 
As when ftem Ajax poured a purple flood. 
The violet rofe> fair daughter of his blood* 

. - "] 
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9W rival wifdont ikics the wreath dividey 
nd both Minenrat riie in equal pride ; 
rociaimiiig Ibud, a monarch £1U the throni^ 
Hid (hines Hluftrious not m wars abne^ 
Let fame look lovely in Britannia's e3rc8 ; 
hey coldly court defert, who fame defpiie. . 
>r what > ambition, but fair virtue's fail ? 
nd .^what applaufe» but her propitious gale ? >. 

Hien fweird with that, fiie fleets before the. wind • 
b glorious aims, as to the port defign'd 4 
rhen (^n'd, without it, tb the labouring oar, * 
le tdfls I ihe pants 1 nor gains the flying ih^ve, v 
ro^i her fublime pucTuits, or turn'd afide 
y blafls of envy, or by fortune's tide : 
or one that has fucceeded ten are lofl, 
f equal talents, ere they make the coaft. 
Then let renown to worth divine incite, 
iTith all her beams, but throw thofe beams aright, 
'hen merit droops, and. genius downward tends, 
iThen godlike glory, like our land, defcends. 
uftom the garter long confined to few, 
.nd gave to birth, exalted virtue's due : . 
i^alpole has thrown the proud enclofure down ; 
jid high defert embraces fair renown. 
*hough rivaled, let the peerage fmiling fee 
>miling,, in juftice to their own degree,) 
'his proud reward by majefly beftow'd 
n worth like that whence firft the peerage flow'd. 
rom frowns of fate Britannia's blifs to guards 
et fubje6l&merit:,*and let kings reward. .,: 

M 2 Code 



T1.U. while I fog thee wit 
f. "I "'7 geoiui, bat 

B™«rwickofkia«'r.rl?* 



AN 

* ■ ■ i : : "1 

E' P I 'S T L fiT,^ 

T O T H E 
RIGHT HON. GEO]RGE LORD LANSDOWNE. 

MDCCXII. 

i 

*' — Parnaffia fciurus 
**- Panra Aib ipgenti matris fe fubjecit umbra." ViR6. 












>• 



• *- 



[ i67 3 

AN EPISTLE 

LORD L A N S D O W N E; 

WITE N' Rome, my Lord, . in her full glory fhone, ^ 
"And great Aogpftus rul'd the globe alone, 
While fuppHant Kings in all their pomp and ftate, 
Swarm'd In his courts,. and throngM" his palace gatej 
Horace did 'oft* the mighty man detain. 
And footh'd his breaft with' no ignoble ftrain j 
Now foar'd aloft, now ftruck an humbler ftringj 
And taught the Roman genius how to fing, • 

Pardor, if I his freedom dare purfue, : 
Who know no want of Caefar, finding .you j 
The Mufc's friend is pleasM the Mufe (hould prefs 
Through circling crouds, and labour for accefs. 
That partial to his darling he may prove. 
And fliining throngs for her approach remove. 
To airthe world induftrious to proclaim 
jyUs love of Arts, and b'oaft the glorious flame. 

Long haB the weft'ern world reclin'd her head, • 
Pour'd forth her forrow, . and bewail'd her dead j 
Fell difcord through her borders fiercely rang'd, 
And fhook her nations, and her monarchs changed j- 
By land and fea its utmoft rage employed 5 • 
Nor heaven repaired fo faft as men deftroy'd. 

M 4 In 



. ~«.«u.4Jtiy ui uic uoweiy : 

Time was diftinguiih'd .by the fword 
Not by the various afpefls of the yeai 
The trumpet^s found proclaimed a ml 
And bioodlhed told us when the fun ^ 

But now (fo Toon is Britain's bleifii 
When fuch as you are near her glorio 
Now peace, though long repulsM, an 
And bids us fmile on all our labours 
Bids every nation ceafe her wonted mc 
And every Monarch. call his crown hi 
To valour gentler virtues now fuccced 
No longer is the great man bom to bli 
Rcnown'd in coiincilf , brave Argyll ft 
Wifdom and proweis in one breall ma 
Through milder tracks he foars to dea 
And without trembling we refound his 

No more the rifing harveft whets the 
No longer waves uncertain of its lorrl 
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The patient thus, when on his bed of pain, 
29o longer he. invokes the- gods in vain, 
Sut rifes to new- life 5 in every field 
He finds Elyfium, rivers neftar yield $ 
Nothing fo cheap and vulgar but can pleaie» 
And borrow beauties from his late difeafe. 
Nor is it peace alone, but fu<:h a peace, 
A« more than bids the rage of battle ceafe. 
Death may determine war, and reft fucceed, 
*Caufe nought furvives on which our rage may htdy. 
In faithful fiiends we lofe our glorious foes. 
And ftpfes of love exalt our fweet repofe. 
See gKiceful Bolingbroke your friend advance^ 
Nor mifs his Lanfdowne in the court of France $ 
So. well i-eceiv'd, fo welcome, fo at home, 
(BlefsM change of fate) in Bourbon's ftately dome {«. 
The monarch pleasM, defcending from his throne. 
Will not that Anna call him all her own $ 
He claims a part, and looking round to find 
Something migft-ipeak the fulnefs of his mind, 
A diamond fhines, which oft had touched him near^.. 
Renew'd his grief, and robb'd him of a tear $. 
Now firft with joy beheld, well plac'd on one, 
Who makes him lefs regret his darling fon 5 * ' • - 
So dear is Anna's -minifter, fo great 
Your* glorious ^iend in his own private ftate. 
To make our jnations longer two, in vain . 
Does nature interpofe the raging main : 
The Gallic (hore to d!fta«t Bntain grows. 
For Lewis Thames, the Seine for Anna fiowt: 

Fr<»n* 



. . 4.W iwurn to Jtfourbon's fce|: 
Vaft thoughts of hini> that cc 
Thus generous hatred in affe£l 
And war, wliich rais'd the foes 
A thbufand happy confequenct 
(The dazzling profpefl makes 
Commerce ftiall lift her fwellin 
Her wealthy fleets fccure from 
The Britifli merchant, who wit 
For many moons fees only fkies 
When now in view of his lov'd 
The perils of the dreadful oceai 
Caufe to regret his wealth no mc 
Nor curfe the mercy of thi fea a 
By hardeft fate condemned to fer 
And give him ftrength to ftrike a 
Sweet Philomela providently fliej 
To diftant woods and iheams, f 
To feed her youns*. anri m^u- ^-i 
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Goodnefs is greatnefs.in its utmoft height^ 
And power a curfe, if not a friend to right t 
To conijuer is to make difiention ceafcy 
That 9ian may ferve the King of kings in peace* 
Religion now ihall all her rays difpenie. 
And ihine abroad in perfe6l excellence ; 
Elfe we may dread fome greater curfe at hand. 
To fcourge a thoughtlefs and ungrateful land 1 
Now war is weary, and retir'd to reft ; 
The meagre famine, and the fpotted peft. 
Deputed in her ftead, may blaft the day, 
A.nd fweep the relicks of the fword away. 

When peaceful Numa fiWd the Roman throne, 
love in the fulnefs of his glory fhone ; 
Wife Solomon, a ftranger to the fword. 
Was" bom to raife a temple to the Lord* 
fVune too ihall build, and every facred pile 
>peak peace eternal to Britannia^s ifte. 
rhofe mighty fouls, whom military care 
Diverted from their only great affair, 
Shall bend their full united force, to blefs 
rh' almighty Author of their late fuccefs. 
\nd what is all the world fubdued to this ? 
The grave fcts bounds to fublunary blifs 5 
Jut there are conquefts to great Anna known, 
\bove Ihe fplendour of aifcarthly throne ; 
l^onquefts ! whofe triumjibls too great, within 
The fcanty bounds of matter to begin ; 
Poo glorious to fliine forth, tilfit has run 
beyond thfe darkned of the ftars and fun, 
\nd ihall whole ages paft be ilill, iUll'but begdn. 

Heroic, 



of greater things than peace or war 
Fully content, and unconcerned, to 
What farther pafles in the world bel 
The braveft of mankind fliall nov 
To die but once, nor piece-meal fee 
On gain or pleafuro bent, we fhall r 
Sad melancholy numbers in each ftp 
(Owners of bonei difpers'd on Flan 
Or wafting in the bottom of the ma 
To turn us back from joy, in tende 
Left it an infult of their woes appea 
And make us grudge ourfelves diat ^ 
Perhaps preferv'd, who ftarve, or b 
Devotion (hall run pure, and difene 
Fmm that ftrange fate of mixing p< 
On heaven without a An we. now m: 
And ^iltlefs to our Maker proftra' 
Be Chriftians while we pray, :nor ii 
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In fuch bright images, fucb living grace, 
As leave great Raphael bat the fecoad place } 
Our cheeks ihall glow> our heaviiig bolbms riie. 
And martial ardors iparkle in our eyes; 
Much we ihall triumph in our battles paft. 
And yet conient thoTe battles prove our laft ; 
Lefty while in arms for brighter fame we ftriyt, . 
We lofe the means to keep that fame alive. 

In iUent groves the birds delight to fing. 
Or near the margin of a fbcret ipring : 
Now all is calm, fweet mufic ihall improve. 
Nor kindle rage, but be the nurfe of love. 

But what 's the warbling voice, the trembling ftring. 
Or breathing canvafs, when the Mufes fing ? 
The Muie, my Lord, your care above the n&f 
With riiing joy dilates my partial breail 5 
The thunder of the battle ceas'd to roar. 
Ere Greece her godlike Poets taught to ibar; 
Rome's dreadful foe, great Hannibal, was dead, 
And all her warlike neighbours round her bled.i 
For Janus ibut, her lo faans rung. 
Before an Ovid or a Virgil fung» 

A thoufand various forms the Mnfe may weat 
(A thoufand various forms become the fair) j 
But ihines in none with more majefHc mien, 
Thaik when in ftate ihe draws the purple fcene { ' 
Calls forth her monarchs, bids her heroes rage. 
And mourning beauty melt the crouded ibige } 
Charms back paft ag^, gives to Britain's uie 
The Dobleii;, virtues time did e'er pcoduce; 

Leaves 



iligh m renown, perhaps bef 

Make Neftpr to this age advii 

And Hcaor for our fcrvicc di 

More glory to an Author \ 

Whence nobJer fenrice to his 

Jhan from thofc labours, wh 

Poffefs him with a paffion for 

With hpneft magic make the 

To pay devotion to the viituc 

Through all her toils and dai 

And with licr wants and angu 

Who hears the godlike Mo] 

And ^oes not wiflx the gloriou 

Lend but your underftanding, 

Can domineer at pleafui-e o'er ^ 

Nor 'ifi the fliort-livM conqueft 

Shame, if not choice, will hold 

-3*^^ ofte* have I feen the g 
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et when the fpirit'u tumult was allay'd, 

le mournMy perhaps ^ the fentiment betray 'd 5 

It mounlM too late, nor longer could deny, 

nd oa her own cotifeflion charge the lye. 

Thus they, whom neither the prevailing love 

f goodnefs here, or mercy from above, 

r fear of future pains, or human laws 

3uld render advocates in virtue*s cauie, 

lught by the fcene have unawares refign*d 

heir i^onted difpofitlon of the mind : 

J flow degrees prevails the pleafmg tale, 

s circling ghfles on bur fenfes fteal \ 

ill throughly by the Mufes' banquet warm'd, 

he paflioiis tofling, all the foul alarm'd, 

hey turn mere zealots flufh'd with glorious rage^ 

ife in their (eats, and fcarce fbrbear the ftagc, 

IRftance to wrongM innocence to bring, 

r turn the poignard on fome tyrant king, ' 

ow can they cool to villains ? how fubiide 

o dregs of vice, from fuch a godlike pride ? 

fpoiling orphans how to-day return, 

^ho wept laft night to fee Monimia mourn ? 

1 this gay fchool of virtue, whom fo fit 
o govern, and control the world of wit, 

s Talbct, Lanfdowne's friend, has Britain known f 

im poliih'd Italy has call'd her own \ 

e in the lap of elegance was bred, 

nd tracM the Mufes to their fountain head : 

lit much we hope, he will enjoy at home 

Tiat 's nearer ancient than the modem Rome. 

Nor 
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Kor fear I mention of the coart of France* 

When I the Britifh genius would advance : 

There- too has Shrewibury improved his taAej 

Yet ftill we dare invite him to our feaft % 

For Comeille's fake I ihall my thoughts fuppreis 

Of Oroonokoy and prefume him lefs : 

What diough we wrong him ? iral>ella''t woe 

Waters thofe bays that fliall for ev«r grow. 

Our foes confefs, nor we the praife rcfuCs, 
The Drama glories in the Britifli Mufe. 
The French are delicate, and nicely lead 
Of clofe intrigue fhe labyrimtbiim thread $ 
Our genius more affe£is the grand, than fine. 
Our ftrength can make the great plain a^on ihlne : 
They raife a great curiofity indeed. 
From his dark maze to. fee the hero freed; 
We rouze th* affe6Uons, and that hero (how 
Gafping beneath ibme formidable blow : 
They iigh ;. we weep : the Gallic doubt and care 
We heighten into terror and defpair j 
Strike home, the ftrongeft pafTions boldly touch. 
Nor fear our audience fliould be pleas'd too much. 
What ^s great in nature we can greatly draw. 
Nor thank for beauties the dramatic law. 
The fate of Caefar is a tale too plain 
The fickle Gallic tafte to entertain.; 
Their art would have perplexed, and interwove 
The golden arras with gay flowers of love : 
We know Heaven made him a far greater man 
Than any Caefar, in a human plan, 
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And fuch \Te draw him, nor are too refinM, 
To (land afFefted with what Heaven defign'd. 
To •claim attention, and the heart invade, 
Shak.efpeare but tvrote the play th' Almighty made. 
Our neighbour's flage-art too bare-fac'd bctraya, 
'Tis great X^omciilc at crery fcene we praife ; 
On Nature's furer aid Britannia calls. 
None think of Shakefpeare till the curtain falU{ 
Then with a figh returns oiir audience home. 
From Venice, Egypt, Pcrfia, Greece, or Rome, 

France yields not to the glory of qui; lines. 
But manly <x)ndu6l of our ftrong defigns i 
That oft they think more jultly we mull own. 
Not ancient Greece a truer fcnlc has ihown : 
Greece thought but juftly, tlicy think jnftly todj 
We fometinies err by llriving more to do. 
So well are Racine's nieantlc perfons taught. 
But changt; a ibnrim'jnt, you inakc a fault j 
Nor dai'c vc charge th-.m with ilic want of Hanio: > 
When we boall moic, we own ouncivc-s to blanvj. 

And yet in Shakclpcarc ibmething ftill I fmd. 
That makes mc lefs ciioom all human-kind j 
lie made one nature, aiiJ anotaer fou:-d. 
Both in his pai^c with r-ia-bor-llioko-. a'nound: 
His witches, fairies, ar.-i incli-U'.toii iil-j, 
Ti'A us no low^cr at our nurils imiiv; ; 
Of L)ll liiilcnr.ns wj Jr.ioil ccmi)Iain, 
Nor ihink it the ci'^aiion o\ liU brain. 

Vol.. Ill, N \Vl<?> 

I 



Yet I in vain that Author would 
What can't be greater, cannot be 
Each reader will defeat my frnitl< 
And to himfelf great Agamemnc 
Should Shakefpcare rifeunblefs' 
Ev'n Shakefpcare'8 feif would cu. 
But if that reigning ftar propitioi 
And kindly mix his gentle rays 
Ev'n I, by far the meaneft of yoi 
Shall not repent my paflion for t\ 

Thus did the Will-almighty dii 
No human force could pluck the ^ 
Which left the tree with eafe at J 
And fparM the labour of the weaJ 

Aufpicious fate ! that gives me 
To you, the Mufes glory and deli 
Who know to read, nor falfe encc 
And mortify an Author with your 
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What though the great man (et his coffers wide. 

That cannot gratify the Poet's pride j 

Whofe infpirationy if 'tis truly good. 

Is beft rewarded, when bcft underftood. 

The Mufes write for glory, not for gold, 

»Tis far beneath their nahire to *be fold : 

The greateft gain is fcom'd, but as it ferves 

To fpeak a fenfe of \idiat the Mufe deferves ; 

The Mufe, which from herLanfdowne fears no wrongv 

Beil judge, as well as fubje6^, of her fong. 

Should this great theme allure me farther (lill. 

And I prefume to ufe your patience ill. 

The world would plead my caisfe, and none but you 

Will take difguft at what I now purfue : 

Since what is mean my Mufe can't raife, I Ml chule 

A theme that 's able to exalt my Mufe. 

For who, not void of thought, can GranviJIe name^ 
Without a fpark of his immortal flame ? 
Whether we fcek the patriot, or the friend. 
Let Bolingbroke, let Anna recommend j 
Whether we chufe to love or to admire, 
You melt the tender, and th' ambitious fire. 

Such native graces without thought abound. 
And fuch familiar glories fpread around, 
As more incline the ftander-by to raife 
His value for himfelf, than you to praife. 
Thus you befriend the moft heroic way, 
31efs all, on none an obligation lay ; 
So turn'd by Nature's hand for all that 's well, 
'Tis fcarce a virtue when you moft excel. 

N 2 Though 



You, were all blind, would ftill defen 
The Nvorld 's your glory's witnel'i, no 
That lies beyond the limits of the da; 
Angels behold it, and their God obey 

Ycu take delight in others cxcellenc 
A gift, which Nature rarely does difp 
Of all that breathe 'tis you, perhaps, a 
Would be well pleas'd to fee yourfelf < 
You wifli not thofe, who fliew your nai 
So little worth, as might excufe ncgled 
Nor arc in pain left merit you fliould k 
Nor fluui the wcil-dt;fcrver as a foe ; 
A troubklbme acquaintance, that will 
To be well us'd, or dye your check wi 

You wifh your country's good j that 
Your powers aie known, th' event I nc 
When Ntllor f;)oke, none alk'd if he pi 
That god of fwjtt perfuafion never fail 
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Nor are you by received example taught, 
In toys to fhun the difcipline of thought j 
But, unconHnM by bounds of time and place,. 
You chufe companions from all human race j, 
Converfe with thofe the deluge fwept away,. 
Or thofe whofe midnight is Britannia's day. 

Books not fo much inform, as give confent 
To thofe ideas your own thoughts prefent ; 
Your only gain from turning volumes o'er. 
Is finding caufe to like yourfelf the more : 
In Grecian fages you are only taught 
With more rcfpeft to value your own thought : 
Great Tully grew immortal, while he drew 
Thofe precepts we behold alive in you : 
Your life is fo. adjufted to their fchools. 
It makes that hiftory they meant for rules. 
What joy, what pleafmg tranfport, muft arife. 
Within your breaft, and lift you -to the (kies. 
When in each learned page that you unfold. 
You find fome part of . your own condu<5l told ! 

So pleas'd, and fo furpriz'd, -i^neas ftood. 
And fuch triumphant raptures fir'd his blood,. 
When far from 'I'rojaa-Aiores the hero fpy'd . 
His ftory (hinino; forth in all its pride 5 
Admir'd himfelf, and faw his a6^ions ftand 
The praife and wonder of a foreign land. 

He knows not half his being, who *s confinM 
In converfe, and reflexion on mankind : 
Your foul, which underftands her charter well,^ 
Cifdains imprifon'd by thofe ikies to. dwell >. 

N 3 Ranges 



Yc Kings ! would ye true greatnefs 
Read Seneca grown rich in Granvilli 

Behold the glories of your life coi 
Still at a flow, and permanently gre< 
New moments fhed new pleafuret as 
And yet your greateft is, that you n 

Thus Anna faw, and rais'd you t 
Of honour, and confefs'd her fervant 
Confefs'd, not made him fuch 5 for i 
Her trumpet fweird long fince with 
Though you in modefty the title wea 
Your name fhall be the title of youi 
Farther than ermin make his glory k 
And caft in (hades the favour of a th 
From thrones the beam of high diftir 
The foul's endowments from the Ki 
Lo 1 one great day calls forth ten mij 
Produce ten Granvilles in five thouf: 
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Who the fun's height can raife at pleafure higher^ 
His lamp illumine, fet his flames on fire* 

Yet ftill one blifs, one glory, I forbear, 
A darling friend whom near your heart you wear ; 
That lovely youth, my. lord, whom you muft blame, 
That I grow thus familiai* with your name. 

He 's friendly, open, in his condu6k nice. 
Nor ferve thefe virtues to atone for vice : 
Vice he has none, or fuch as none wifh lefs. 
But friends indeed, good-nature in excefs. 
You cannot boaft the merit of a choice. 
In making him your own, 'twas nature's voice. 
Which caird too loud by man to be withftood. 
Pleading a tye far nearer than of blood j 
Similitude of manners, fuch a mind. 
As makes you lefs the wonder of mankind. 
Such cafe his common converfe recommends, 
As he ne'er felt a paflion, but his friend's j 
Yet fix'd his principles, beyond the force 
Of all beneath the fun, to bend his courfe *• 

Thus the tall cedar, beautiful and fair. 
Flatters the motions of the wanton air; 
Salutes each paiRng breeze with head reclin'd; 
The pliant branches dance in every wind : 
But fix'd the fhm her upright ftate maintains* 
And all the fury of the North difdains. 

How are you blefs'd in fuch a matchlefs friend ! 
Alas ! with me the joys of friendfhip end 5 

N 4 O Harrifon I 

• His. Lordlhip's Nephew, who took Orders. 

Young.. 



x>uc lis in me a vanity to mou 
The forrows of the great thy t 
Strafford and Bolingbroke the 
They grieve, and make thee en 

With aking heart, and a fore 
1. night today in painful joiinn 
When firft inform'd of his app 
But reached the partner of my 
'TNVas pa ft, his cheek was coidj 
Which Ifis charm'd with its ni 
Now languifli'dji wanted ftreng 
Scarce rais'd a feeble groan, am 
Each art of life, in which he b< 
Shot like an arrow through my 
To what ferv'd all his promised 
But more to load that moft unh; 

Yet ftiH prcvaiPd the greatnei 
That, not in health, or life itfell 

Felt throiio-h hie mrvrtil r»o.-.«.,. n 
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Tlien with a groan— fupport me, O ! beware 
Of holding worth, however great, too dear ! *- 

Pardon, my lord, the privilege of grief, 
Tnat in untimely freedom feeks relief j 
To better fate your love I recommend, 
O ! may you never lofe fo dear a friend ! 
May nothing interrupt your happy hours ; 
Enjoy the bleflings peace on Europe ihowers : ; 
Nor yet difdain thofe bleflings to adorn ; 
To make the Mufe immortal, you was born. 
Sing ; and in lateft time, when ftory 's dark. 
This period your furviving fame fhall mark 5 
Save from the gulph of years this glorious age. 
And thus illuftrate their hiftorian's page. 

The crown of Spain in doubtful balance himg,.. 
And Anna Britain fwayM, when Granville fung : 
That noted year Europa fheath'd her fword, 
Wheu this great man was firft faluted lord* 

* The Author here bewails that moft ingenious . 
gentleman, Mr. William Harrifon, Fellow of New-- 
Gollege, Oxon. Young.— [See a more particular ac- ^ 
count of him in the <* Supplement to Swift."X. 
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EPISTLE L 

IjTHILST you at Twickenham plan the future 

▼ wood, 

turn the volumes of the wife and good, 
r fenate meets ; at parties, parties bawl, 
d pamphlets ftun the ftreets, and load the ftall 5 
rufliing tides bring things obfcene to light, 
il' wrecks emerge, and dead dogs fwim in fight^ 
I civil torrent foams, the tumult reigns, 
d Codrus' profe works up, and Lico's ih^ins. 
I what from ceUars rife, what rufliyrww bigbj 
ere fpeciilatibn roofted near the Iky 5 
.ers, Efl'ays, Sock, Bufkin, Satire, Song, 
1 all the GaiTet thunders on the throng ! 
> Pope ! I burft ; nor can, nor will, refrain 5 

write 5 letx>thcrs, in their turn, complain : 

ce, truce, ye Vandals ! my tonnented ear 

i dreads a pilloiy than a pamphleteer; 

I heerd myfelf to death ; and, plagu'd each hoxwr, 

I't I return the vengeance in my power ? 

v/ho can v/rite the true abfurd like -me ?— 

' pardon, CcJrus I who, I mean, but thee ? 

3pj ! if like mine, or Codrus*, were thy ftylc, 

blood of vipers had not ftainM thy file 5 
it Icfs fblivi, lefs defpite had bred j 
y had not bit, and then they had not bled, 
e\~> z public raiftrefs, none enjoys, 

more or lefs, liis-rivars peace deftroyg j 

With 
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But as by depredations wafj 

The fail-eft fruit, {o thefe t\ 

ShaJl we not cenAire all t 

Whether with ale irriguous, 

Whether they tread the vale 

-And whet their appetites on 

The coilege floven, or cmbr 

The purple prelate, or the p 

The quiet C^idnunc, or der 

The plaintiff Tory, or defei 

Rich, poor, male, female, 3 

Whether extremely^ witty, 01 

^Profoundly dull, or fliallow] 

Men that read well, or mtn 

Whether pecn, porters, tay] 

And mealuring woi^s to me; 

^or bankrupts write, when r 

As maggots crawl from out 
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Hail, fmitful ifie t to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old fong $ 
Thee well a land of liberty we name, 
Where all are free to fcandal and to fliame ; 
Thy fons, by print, may fet their hearts at caft. 
And be mankind's contempt, whene'er they pleafe j 
Like trodden filth, their vile and abjeft fenfe 
Is unperceiv'd, but when it gives offence ; 
This heavy profe our injured reafon tires ; 
Their verfe immortal kindles loofe defires : 
Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime. 
Our fport QinA pity, punifliment and crime. 

What glorious motives urge our Authors otf, 
Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ! 
One lofes bis eftate, ind. down he fits. 
To (hew (in vain !) he ftill retains h\i wits : 
Another marries, and his dear proves keen i 
He writes as an Hypnotic for the ipleen : • 
Some write, confined by pkyik j fome, by debt \ 
Some, for 'tis Sunday j fome, becaufe 'tis wet 5 
Through private pique fome do the public rights 
And love their king and country out of fpight 1 
Another vmtes becaufe his father writ. 
And proves himfelf a baftsrd by his wit. 

Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound ? 
Neither : why write then ? He wants twenty pound i 
His belly, not his brains, this impulfe give > 
He '11 grow immortal ; for he cannot live : 
He rubs his awful front, and takes his ream. 
With no provifion made, but of his theme ; 

4 Perlup» 



Thus having reafon'd witli co 

In immortality he dips his qu 

And, fmce blank paper is den 

He mingles the whole alphabe 

In various fets, which various 

Of which, hciopes, mankinc 

So founds fpontaneous from 

• Bark to herfcif the wonders w 

The pijefts found out the meai 

And iiations.ftar'd at what noi 

Clodio drefsM, danc'd, dranj 

And great concern of an imm( 

Oft have I faid, « Awake ! ex 

" For birth ! nor think to loit< 

As oft I overheard the damon i 

Who d^ily met the loiterer in h 

'" I '^ meet thee, youth, at Whi 

"I Ml meet thee there," and fa 
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Such writers have we ! alU but fenfe, they print ; 

Ev'n George^s praife is dated from the Mint. 

In arms contemptible, in arts prophane. 

Such fwords, fuch.pens^ difgrace a monarches reign» 

Keform your lives before you thus afpire. 

And fteal (for you canfteal) cceleftial fire. 

O ! the juft contraft ! O ! the beauteous ftrife ! 
*Twixt their cool writings^ and pindaric life : 
They write with phlegm, but then they live with ^t j . 
^bey cheat the lender, and their nvorks the buyer. 

I reverence misfortune, not deridej 
1 pity poverty, but laugh at pride : 
For who fo fad, but muft fome mirth confels^ 
At gay Caftruchio's mifcellaneous drefs ? 
Though there 's but one of the dull works he wrote. 
There *s ten editions of his old lacM coat. 

Thffs, nature^s commoners, who want a home^ 
Claim the wide world for their majeftic dome \ 
They make a private ftudy of the flreet 5 
And,. looking full on every man they meet. 
Run foufe againft his chaps ; who (lands amazed . 
To find they did not fee, but only gaz^d. 
How muft thefe bards be rapt into the ikies ? 
You need not read^ you feel their ecftafies. 

Will they perHft? 'Tis madnefs; Lintot, run. 
Sec them confin'd— «* O, that 's already done."^ 
Moft, as by leafes, by the works they print, 
Have took, for life, poiTcifion of the Mint, 
If you miftake, and pity thefe poor noen^, 
Efl ulubrisy they cry, fOid write aj^un« 
. Vol. hi. O Such 



There *« triM goocL-nature in )rc 
In juftice to the good, the bad : 
For immortality^ if hardihips p 
It IS not theirs- who write, but < 

But, O { what wifdom can c< 
But that *tis dulnefs to> conceive 
*Tis fad experience takes the cei 
Conviftion, not from reafon, bi 

A virgin-author, recent from 
The fheets yet wet, applauds hit 
Surveys them, reads them, take 
Thofe in his hand, and glory in 
'Tis joy too great 5 a fever of d 
His heart beats thick, nor clofe 
But, rifing the next mom to cla 
He finds that without deeping h< 
So fparks, they fay, take goddei 
* And find next day the devil in tl 
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And faysy ** Sir, I *m your friend; all fears difmiiTsj 
** Your glory, and my own, (hall live by this j 
** Your power IS fixt, your fame through time conveyed, 
** And Britain Europe^s Queen--if I am paid," 
A Statefman has his anfwer in a trice ; 
** Sir, fuch a genius is beyond all price ; 
" What man can pay for this ?""-^Away he turns. ^ '\. 
His work is folded,, slnd his bofom.bums ; . .' 

His patron he will patronize no more ^ : 
But rufhes like a tempeft out of door. 
Loft is the patriot, and extin6l his name ! 
Out comes the piece, another, and the fame ; ^ 

For A, his magic pen evokes an O, 
And turns the tide of Europe on the £6e : 
He rams his quill with fcandal and with fcofF| 
But 'tis fo very foul, it won't go off: 
Dreadful his thunders, while unprinted, roar; 
But, when once publiihM, they are heard no more. 
Thus diftant bugbears fright, but, nearer draw. 
The block 's a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 
Can thofe oblige, whofe heads and hearts are fuch ? 
No I every party 's tainted by their touch. 
Life£Eed perfons fly each public place ; 
And none, or enemies alone, embrace : 
To the foul fiend their every paflion 's fold * 
They love, and hate, extempore^ for gold : 
What image of their fury can we form I . 
Dulnefsand rage, a puddle in a ftorm. 
Reft they in peace ? If you are pleasM to buj. 
To fwell your fails, like Lapland winds, they fly : 

O * WVitfr. 
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Write they with rage > The tempcft q^ttickly flagrj 
A State-Ulyfles tames them with his bags ; 
let him be what he win, Turk, Pagan, Jew: 
For Chriftian minifters of ftatc are few. 

Behind the curtain lurks the fountain head^ 
That pours his politics through pipes of lead i 
Which far and near ejaculate, and fpout 
O'er tea and coffee, poifon to the rout : 
But, when they have befpatter'd all they may. 
The ftatefman throws his filthy fquirts away t 
With golden forceps, thefe, another takes. 
And ftate elixirs of the vipers makes. 

The richeft ftatefman wants wherewith to f^ty 
A fervile fcycophant, if well they weigh 
How much it cofts the wretch to be fb bafe 5 
Nor can the greatejf powers enough difgrace% 
Enough cbaJHfe, fuch proftitute applaufc. 
If well they weigh how much it ftains their cauft 

But are our writers ever in the wrong ? 
Does virtue ne'er (educe the venal tongue ? 
Yes; if well-brib'd, for virtue's felf they fight j 

Still in the wrong, though champions for the rig 
Whoe'er their crimes for intereft cjily quit. 

Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commit » 
Nought but inconftancy Britannia meets. 

And broken faith in their abandon'd fheetsj 

From the fame hand how various is the page f 

What civil war their brother pamphlets wage ! 

Trafts battle trafts, fclf^contradiftions glare j 

Say, is this lunacy ?-*I wlih it were. 
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If fuch our writers,. ftarded at the fight. 
Felons tnay h\eh their ftars they cannot writCJl 

How iuftly Proteus* tranrmigrations ftt 
The monih-ous changes of a modem wit ! 
Now, fuch a gentle Jlreapt of eloquence 
As feldom rifes to the verge of fenfej 
Now, by mad rage, transfornj'd into ^Jtame, 
Which yet fit engines, well applyM, can tame^ 
Now, on immodeft tra(h, the fiviae 9bfceni 
Invites the town to fup at Drury-lane ; 
A dreadful/io;?, now he roars, at power. 
Which fends him to his brothers at the Tbwer^ 
He ^s now 2. ferment ^ and his double tongue 
Salutes, nay licks, the feet of thofe he ftung; 
What knot can bind him, his evafion fiich ? 
One knot he well deferves, which might do much. • 

The flood, flame, fwine, the lion, and the fnake, 
Thofe fivefold monflers, modern authors make : 
The Snake reigns moft ; Snakes, Pliny fays, arc bred. 
When the brain 's perifh'd in a human head. 
Ye groveling, trodden, whipt, (Iript, turncoat things. 
Made up of venom, volumes, f^ains, and flings ! 
Thrown from the Tree of Knowledge, like you, curfl 
To fcribble in the duft, was Si;ake the firfl. 

What if ^e figure fhould in faSi prove true ? 
It did in Elkenah *, why not in you ? 
Poor Elkenah, all other changes pafl. 
For bread in Smithficld dragons hift at lafl. 
Spit flreanjs of fire to make the butchers gape. 
And found his manners fuited to his fhape t 

O 3 Such 

• Settle, the city poet. 
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Heaven ftands abfolv'd by vengea: 

And mai-ks the murderers of fam 

Through meagre jaws they draw 1 

As ghaftly as their brothers in Mj 

Their feet through faithlefs leathe 

And oftcner chang'd their princlp] 

The tranfient vd^ments of thefc ft 

Haftens to paper for our mirth agj 

Too foon (O merry-melandioly:fa 

They beg in rhyme, and warble tl 

The man lampoonM forgets it at t 

The friend through pity gives, th 

And, though full confcious of his 

Lintot relents, nor Curll can wifli 

So fare the men, who writers dare 

Without their /i2/^»/, probity and 

From thefe, their politics our Qii 
And Saturday 's the leamino- of th, 
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O how I laugh, when I a blockhead fee. 
Thanking a villain for hk probity ! - 

Who ftretches out a moft relpeftful car. 
With faares for woodcocks in his holy leer : 
It tickles through myToul to hear the cock's 
Sincere encomium on his friend the^^x*, . 

Sole patron of his liberties and rights ! 
While gracelefs Reynard liftens— fill he bites* 

Asy when the trumpet founds, th* •'erloaded ftate 
Difcharges all her poor and profligate ; 
Crimes of all kinds diihonourM weapons Mrield, 
And prifons pour their filth into the field j 
T^s nature's refufe, and the dregs of men, 
Cbmpofe the black militia of the/^. 
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* Hw.whereitmoftfl, 

Wlie«. fflortaJorimmorta 

Theleam-dmaychufeeter 

Ha.nota.RoyalPatro», 

To woo the Mufe in her A 

Added new firing, to her h: 

Aad given new tongues to, 

r*'y"°«n'a, withtnatl 

Awake the world, and fca« 

Meanwhile, Ofr«„d,i, 

•Some needful p,ecep„h„^, 

S«n°«Aould be an authors 
Wlo write for pure am„fe„e 

Howfewdefenreit,andwha 

Who/hallfta„dup..,i,,,; 
Nar wh„j^ 
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'*What anfwer will the laurerd fhstde return ? 
Hear it, and tremble ! he commands you bum 
-The nobleft- works his- envy 'd genius writ, *• 
That boaft of nought more excellent than twit* 
.If this be true, as His a truth moft dread. 
Woe. to the page which has not that to plead 1 
-Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wiih'd unwrote 
The fprigktlicft efforts of their wanton thought : 
Sidney and Waller, brighteft fons of fame, 
■Condemn the charm of ages'to the flame: 
.And in one point is all true wifdom caft. 
To think tiat earfy vrc mufi think at Inft. 

Immortal wits, &r*ndead, break nattrre*s laws, 
Jnjurious ftill to virtue's facred caufe ; 
And their guilt growing, as- their bodies rot, 
(Reversed ambition !) pant to \x forgot. 

Thus ends your courted y»w^; does lucre then> 
The facred tbirft of g9ld, betray your pen ? 
In profe 'tis blaineable, in verfe 'tis worfe. 
Provokes the Mufe, extorts Apollo's curfe j 
His facred influence never fliould be fold j 
'Tis zrr^ntjhnony to fing for gold : 
'Tis immortality (hould Are your mind ; 
-^corn a lefs paymaflier than all mankind. 

If bribes ye feek,'know this, ye writing tribe! 
Who writes for virtue has the largeft bribe : 
All 's on the party of" the virtuous manj 
The good will furely fcrve him, if they can ; 
The bad, when intereft or ambition guide, 
J^nd 'tis at once their interefl and thtkfrUcs 

4 -BhI 



What is a fcandal of the firft renc 
But lettered knaves, and atbeifts ii 

'Tis harder far to plcafe than gi 
The leaft mircondu6l damns the b: 
Each ihallow pate, that cannot rej 
Can read your life, and will be pr 
Flagitious manners make impreiliG 
On thofe that o'er a page of Milt< 
Nor in their dulneis think to fare 
True, thefe are fools j but wife ra 

Wits are a defpicable race of mi 
If they confine their talentt to the 
When the man ihocks us, while t] 
Our fcom in life, our envy in his '. 
Yet, proud of parts, with pcudeni 
And play the fool, becaufe they 'i 
"What inftances bleed recent in eac! 
Of men to ruin by ^t\x genius brc 
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* Prudence protefts and guides us $ wit betrays } 
A fplendid fource of ill ten t]}oufand ways} 
A certain fnare to miferies iifttienfe j 
A gay prerogative from common fenfe ; 
Unlefs ftrong judgment that wild thing can tame» 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 

But grant your judgment equal to the beft, 
Senfe fills your head, and genius fires your breaft; 
Yet ftill forbear : your wit (coniider well) 
'Tis great to fliew, but greater to conceal 5 
As it is great to feize the golden prize 
Of place or power ; but greater to defpife. 

If ftill* you languiih for an author*s name, 
Think private meiit lefs than public fame, 
And fancy not to write is not to live j 
Deferve, and take, the great prerogative. 
But ponder what it is 5 how dear 't will coft. 
To write one page which you may juftly boaft. 

Senfe may be good, yet not deferve the prefs:; 
Who write, an awful charafter profefs 5 
The world as pupil of their wifdom claim. 
And for their ftipend an immortal fame : 
Nothing l>ut what is folid or refinM, 
Should dare aik public audience of mankind. 

Severely weigh your learning and your wit : 
Keep down your pride by what is nobly writ t 
No writer, fam'd in your own way, pafs o'erj 
Much truft example, but reflexion more : 
More had the antients writ, they more had tau^tj 
Which (hews forac work is lefV ior aiodem thought. 

Thi8 



A04 YOUNG'S POEMS. 

Thiswdgh'd, perfe£kioD know; and, know 
Toil, burn for that j but do not aim at naore; 
Above, beneath it, the^ft limits fix} 
And zealoufly prefer four lines to fix. 

Write, and re-write, blot out, and write again. 
And for \t% ffwiftnefs ne^er applaud your pen. 
Leave to the jockeys that Newmarket praiic* 
Slow runs the Pegafus that wins the bays. 
■ Much tiftie for immortality to pay. 
Is juft and wife ; for left is thrown away. 
' ^Time only can mature the labouring brain ; 
^Time is the father, and the midwife pain : 
The fame good fenfe that makes a man excel. 
Still makes him doubt he ne'er has written well. 
Downright impo/Tibilities they feek ; 
What man can be immortal in a week ? 

Excufe no fault ; though beautiful, ^t will barmi 
"•One fault (hocks more than twenty beauties charm* 
- Our age demands corre^lncfs \ Addifon 
And you this conuuendable hurt have done. 
Now writers find, as once Achilles found. 
The ivbcU is mortal, if a part 's' unfound. 

He th:it Jfrikes out^ and lirikes not out the ^, 
Pours luftre in, and dignities the reft : 
Give e*er fo litkle, if what *s right be there. 
We praife for what you burn^ 'and ^h^tyou Jp€urt z 
The part you bum, fmelU fweet before the (luine. 
And is as incenfe to the part divine, 

'^QX frequent write, though you can do it well \ 
Men may too ofi^ though not too mucbt excel. 

Afbr 
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A few good works gain fame 5 more link their price 5 
Mankind are fickte, and hate paying twice s 
They granted you writ well, what cah they m6it,, 
Unlefs you let them praife.for giring o'er? 

Do boldly what you do ; and let your page 
Smile, if it Imiles, and if it rage^, rage. 
So faintly Lucius cenfures and commends, 
That Lucius has no foes, except his friends. 

"Lttfatire lefs engage you than applaufi j 
It (hews a generous mind to wink at flaws s 
Is genius yours ? Be yours a glorious end, 
Bt ydur kittg'f, country^ truth'' Sf rf/ijfi>«V friend v 
The public glory by your own beget 5. 
Run nations, run pofterity, in debt* 
And fince the fam'd alone make others \iftf 
Firft ba've that glory you prefume to j-fw. 

If fatire charms^ ftrike faults, but fpare the mibi 3 > 
*Ti8 dull to be as witty as you cam . 

Satire recoils whenever charged too high ; 

Round your own fame the fatal fplinters fly. . 

As the foft plume gives fwiftnefs to the dart, 

Good-breeding fends the, fatire to the heart. 
Painters and furgeons may the firuSlure lean j . 

Genius and fnorals be with you the man : 

Defaults in thofe alone (hould give offence ! 

Who flrikes the per/im, pleads his innocence. . 

My narrow-'minded fatire. can't extend . 

To Codrus" form j I 'm not fb much liis friend : • 

Himfelf fhould publiih that (the workl agree) . 

Before his works^ or. ia the' piD«ry, 
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Let him be black, fair, ta]l, (hort, thin» or ht^ 
Dirty or clean, I find no theme in that. 
It that caliM httmour^ It has this pretence, 
Tis neither virtue, breeding, wit, or fenfe. 
Unlefs you boaft the genius of a Swift, 
^Beware of bumour^ the dull rogue*s iaftJBifl. 

Can 9thers write like you ? Your talk give o*er, 
*Tis printing what was publi(h'd long before. 
If nought peculiar through your labours run. 
They ^re duplicates, and twenty are but one. - 
Think frequently, think cloTe, read nature, turn 
Mens manners o>r, and half your volumes bum 4 
To nurfe with quick reflexion be your ftrife. 
Thoughts bom from prefent objeds, warm fixun life; 
When moft. unfought, fuch infpirations riie, . 
Slighted by fools, and cheriih'd by the wile &. 
Expert peculiar fame from thefe alone j. 
Thefe make an author, thefe are all your own.. 

Life, like their bibles, coolly men turn o^er j 
Hence unexperienced children of threefcore. 
True, all men think of courfe, as all men dream \ 
And if they (lightly think, *tis much the fame. 

Letters admit not of a half-renown \ 
They give you mtbimg^ or they give a cro<WM. 
No work e'er gain'd true fame, or ever can. 
But what did honour to the name of man. 

Weighty the fubje^, cogent the difceHrfify^ 
Clear -be tht fljle, the rery/oundof forcej 
Eafy tht.condiid, funple the de/gn. 
Striking the morale vad. ibsfful divine t 



EPISTLE n. 207 

Let niture art, and judgment wit, exceed ; 

0>r learning reafon reign ; o'er that, your Creed t 

Thus 'virtue's feeds, at once, and Anir«^V, growj^ 

Do thus, and rife a Pope, or a Defprean s 

And when your genius exquifitely ihineSy^. 

Live up to the full luibe of your lines : 

Farts but expofe thofe men who virtue quit; 

A fallen angel is a fallen witf 

And they plead Lucifer's detefted ca«fe. 

Who for bare talents challenge our applaufe* . . . 

Would yoti reftore juft honours to the pen ? 

From able writers rife to worthy men. ' 

** Who 's this with nonfenfe, nonfenfe would reftrain^ 
•* Who 's this (they cry) fo vainly fchools the vain?..- : 
•* Who damns our trafli, with fo much traih replete ? 
** As, three ells round, huge Cheyne rails at meat ?* 

Shall I with Bavius then my voice exalt, . 
And challenge all mankind to find one fault I 
With huge examens overwhelm my page>. 
And darken reafon with dogmatic rage ? ' 
As if« one tedious volume writ in rhyme> 
In profe a duller could excufe the crime ? 
Sure, next to writing, the moft. idle thing-^ 
Is gravely to harangue on what we fing. 

At that tribunal ftands the writing tribe,. 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe. 
Time is the judge ; Time has nor friend nor foe;, 
Falfe fame mufi wither, and the true nmll grow. 
Arm'd with this truth, all critics I defyj 
Fpr,\f I fall, by my »w« pen I die j 

White 



And lately hope to quit the draadfu 
Delug'd with ink, and fleep behind 
Unlefs dire Codrus rouies to the fra 
la all his mighty, and danms nie«-»fi 
As turns a ilock of gteie, and, c 
Poke out their fooliih necks in auku 
(Ridiculous in rage !) to bifsy not k 
So mu their quills, when yaw/ of .<& 
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AN EPISTLE 

T O 

THE. RIGHT HON. SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 
BY MR. DODDINGTON. 

.AFTERWAR1>S LORD Mci«COM£E« 

« —Quae cenfet Amicukis, ut fi 

** Cscus iter monftrare vclit— " Hon. 

THOUGH ftrength of genius, by experience taught^ 
Gives thee to found the depths of human thoughts 
To trace the various workings of the mind. 
And rule the fccret fprings, that rule mankind j 
(Rare gift f) yet, Walpole, wilt thou condefcend 
To liften, if thy unexperienced friend 
Can aught of ufe impart, though void of ikill. 
And win attention by fincere good- will j 
For fnendfhip, fomctimcs, want of parts fuppliei. 
The heart may furnifh what the head denies. 

As when tl.e rapid Rhone, o'er fwelling tides, 
To grace old Ocean's court, in triumph rides. 
Though rich his fource, he drains a thoufand fprings^ 
Nor fcorns the tribute each fmall rivulet brings. 

So thou flialt, hence, abforb each feeble ray. 
Each dawn of meaning, in thy brighter day j 
Shalt lilie, or, wlicre thou canlV not like, excufe. 
Since no mean intereft Ihall prophane the Mufe, 
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jL uinKSy till he tries, 'tis godlik 
And gratitude ftill fpringSy whei 
That every grant (incere afFe£^io 
' And where our wants have tnd, 
But ihofe who long the paths of 
Learn from the clamours- of the r 
"Which cramfnM, yet craving ftil 
'Tis eafier far to give, than "to ol 

This of thy condu£l: feems the 
The chief perfection of the ftateft 
To give to fair aflent a fairer face 
Or foften a refufal ifi'to grace : 
But few there are that can be trul; 
Or know to fix their favours on tY 
Hence, fome, wheAe'er they would 
And while they make the fortune, 
Still gfve, unthankM; tlill fquande 
For great men w&rit hot, what to | 

The race of m#»n fK*** f-"- 



EPISTLE TO SIR ROBERT WALPOLE, i^ii 

Hence di(?pntent, and freOi demands ar^fe. 
More power, more favour in the gre^t inan?6 eyts 5 
All f«el a )y^t, though none the caufe fuipe^s. 
But hate their patron,) for their own4ef86is ; 
Such n<Hie can pleafe, b\it vfho re fprxns their liearts. 
And, when he gives tbeni. places, gives them parts. 

As thefe ojei^rize their worth, £0 fure the great 
May fell their favour at too dear a rate 5 
When merit pjnes, while clamour is preferred, 
And long attachment waits among the herd ; 
When no diftin6kion, where diftin£Uon 's due, 
Marks fyomthe flfiany the fuperior few ; 
When flrong cabal confbains them to be juft. 
And makes them give at laft — becaufe they muft 5 
What hopes that men of real woi^ (hould prize. 
What neither friend/hip gives, nor merit buys ? 

The man who juftly o'er the wj^le prefides. 
His well-weigh'd choice with wif?afFe6lion guides j 
Knows when to flop with grace, and when advance, 
Nor gives through importunity or chance ; 
But thinks how little gratitude is ow'd. 
When favours are extorted, not beftow'd. 

When, fafe-^n ihore ourfelves, we fee the crowd 
Surround the great, importunate, and loud ; 
Through fuch a tumult, 'tis no eafy talk 
To drive the man of real worth to alk : 
Surrounded thus, and giddy with the (hQw, 
Tis hard for great men, rightly to b^ftow 5 
Prom hence fo few are £kiird, ia either cafe, 
To afk with dignity, or give with grtf/;e, 
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And teach our dazzled eyes to bea 
Till we forget ^he hand that mad 
And grow to envy, not to emulate 
To emulate, a generous warmth ii 
To reach the Virtues, that make g 
But envy wears a mean malignani 
And aims not at their virtues — ^bi 

Such to oblige, how vain is the 
When every favour is a frefti ofFe 
By which fuperior potwer is ftill'lr 
And, while it helps their fortune, 
Slight is the hate, ^gle6l or har 
But thofe who hate from envy, h 

" Since, fo perplex'd the choice, 
Methinks I hear thee cry— The 
The man by no mean fear* or he 
Who fer\'e.s thee from affection, : 

We love the honeft, and efteen 
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One worihlefs man, that gains \vR|;t he pretends/ 
Difgufts a th6ufand unpretending friends : 
And fince no art can make a countefpafs, 
Or add the weight of gold to mimic brafs, 
When princes to bad ore their image join, 
They more d$afe the ftamp, than raife the coinw 

Be thine the care, true merit to reward, 
And g*in the good — nor will that tafk be hard f ^ 
Souls form'd alike Co quick by nature blend, 

. An honeft man is more than half thy friend. 

^ Him, no. meaiflricws, or hafte to rife, fliall fway, 

^hy choice to fully, or thy truft betray : 
Ambition, here, fhali at due diflance (^and ; . 
Nor is wit dangerous in an honeft hand : 
BeHdes, if failings a^the bottom lie, 
"We view thofe nulings with a lover's eye-; 
Thot^Cnall his genius, let him do his:beft^ . 
Oujiwiihes and belief fupply the reft. 

Let others barter fervile faith for gold,. . 
His friendlhip is cot to be bought or fold : . 
Fierce oppofition he, unmov'd, fiiall face, 
Modell in favour, daring in difgrace. 
To ftiare thy adverfe fate alone, pretend ; 
In power, a fei*vant ; out of power, a friends 
Here pour thy favours- in an ample flood. 
Indulge thy boundlefs thirft of doing good i , 
No:- think that good to him alone confined j 
Such to oblige, is to oblige mankind. 

If thus thy mighty mafter's fteps thou trace, 
The brave to cherilli, and t'le good to grace ; 
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With friend/hip guarded, and with 
In aweful ruin, like Rome^s fenate 
The prey and worfliip of the won 

No doubt, to genius fome rewan 
(Excluding that, were fatirizing yc 
But yet, believe thy undefigning fr 
When truth and genius for thy ch 
Though both have weight when^n 
Let probity be firft, and parts the h 

On thefe foundations if thou dar' 
And check the growth of folly and 
When party rage ihall droop throug 
And calumny be ripen'd into praife 
Then future times fhall to thy wortj 
That fame, which envy would call i 

Thus far my zeal, though for the 
Has pointed out the rocks where oth 
By that infpir'd, though ftranger to 



[ "5 1 

"HE O.LD MtAN'S RELAPSE. 

VERSES 
DCCASIONED iV THE FOREOOINC EPISTLE. 

" — Sopitos fufcitat ignes.*' ViRG. . 

I- 

"J^ROM man'e too curious and impatient fight, 
- The future, heaven involves in thickeft night, 
redit grey hairs : though freedom much we boaft, 
ome ieaft perform, what they determine mofl« 
S^hat fudden changes our refolves betray ? 
*o -morrow is a fatire on to-day, 
k.nd fliews its weaknefs. Whom ftiall men believe, 
^en conftantly themfelves, themfelves deceive ? 

II. 

Long had I bid my once-lovM Mufe adieu i 

ou warm old age j my paflion burns anew. 

[ow fweet your verfe 1 how great your force of mind I 

i^hat power of words ! what ikill in dark mankind \ 

olite the condu6l i generous the deiign ; 

k.nd beauty files, and ftrength fuftains, each line. 

'hus Mars and Venus are, once more, befet ; 

our wit has caught them in its golden net. 
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wnen we dilcem lo rich a vein ot 
Through the fmooth flow of pureft 
'Tis like the limpid (lre:iaif| of Tag 
O'er boundlefs wealth, o'er ihining 

But whence fo finifh'd, fo refin'ci 
The tongue, denies it to old Rome 
The Genius bids the moderns doul 
And" flowly take poflcflion of the'fi 
But I nor know, nor care by whou 
Enough for me that 'tis from humi 
That fooths ray pride : all glory in 
Which has done honour to the rac 

V. 

But this have others done ; a lik 
An ancient and a • modern Horace 
But they to glory by degrees arofe. 



THE OLD MAN'S RELAPSE, it/ 

VI. 

Next" to the godlike praife of writing well. 
Is on tii'at praife with juft delight to dwell. 
O, for fome God my drooping foul to raifp ! 
That I might imitate, as well as praife 5 
For all commend': ev'n foes your fame confefs f 
Nor would Auguftus' age have priz'd it lefs ; 
An age, which had not held its pride fo long, 
Kut for the- want of fo compleat a fong. • 

VII. 1 

A golden period fhall from you commence : 
Peace (hall be fign'd *twixt wit and manly fenfe 5 
Whether your genius or your rank they view,^ 
The Mufes find their Halifax in you. 
Like him fucceed ! nor think my zeal is ihewn 
For you j 'tis^ Britain's intereft, not your own : 
For lofty ftations are but golden fnares. 
Which tempt the great to fall in. love with cares* 

VIII. 

I would proceed, but age lias chilPd my vein, 
■^Twas a fhort fever, and I'm cool again. 
Though life I hate, methinks I could renew 
Its taftelefs, painful courfe, to (ing of you. 
W^hen fuch the fubjeft, who fhall curb his flight ? 
When fuch your genius, who fhall dare to write ? 
In pure refpeft, I give my rhyming o'er. 
And, to commend you moft, commend no more, 

IX. Adieus 



And think of immortality and 
My ftrains are numbered by the 
Each maid prefents her tbanli 
mine. 
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ERSES SENT BY LORD MELCOMBE 
:f|^TO DOCTOR YOtJNG, 

JOT LONG BEFORE HIS LORDSHIP'S DEATH *. 

KIND companion of my youtb> 
Lov'd for genius, worth, and truth ! 
Tak(9JFhat friendlhip can impart. 
Tribute of a feeling heart ; 
Take the Mufe's lateft fpark. 
Ere we drop into the dark. ■ 
He, who parts and virtue gave. 
Bad Thee look beyond the grave : 
Genius foars, and Virtue guides j 
Above, the love of God prefides. 
There 's a gulph 'twixt us and God j 
Let the gloomy path be trod : 
Why ftand ihivering on the fliore ? 
Why not boldly venture o'er ? 
Where unerring Virtue guides. 
Let us have the winds and tides : 
Safe, through feas of doubts and fears^ 
Rides the bark which Virtue fteers. 

• " A Poetical Epiftle from the late Lord Mel- 
* combe to the Earl of Bute, with correftions by the 
I Author of the Night Thoughts,'* was pubiiflied in 
|.to. 1776, 

4 SEA- 



f 



1 



SEA-PIECE: 



CONTAINING 

-I. THE BRITISH SAILOR S EXULTATION. 
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THE DEDICATION. 

T O 
MR. V O L T A I R E. 



M 



I. 

Y Mufe, a bird of paflage, flies 



Fr6m frozen climes to mildtr ikies j 
" From chilling blafts Ihe feeks thy chearing beam, 
A beam of favour, here deny'd 5 
Confcious of faults, her blulhing pride 
^ Hopes an afylum in fo great a name. 

II, 

* To dive full deep in antient daySy 

The ivarriDr^s ardent deeds to raJfe, 
And monarchs aggrandize ; — ^the glory, Thine 5 

Thine is the dramay how renown 'd ! 

Thine, Efic's loftier trump to fbund 5— 
But let Arion's fea-ftning harp be Mine : 

III. 
But where 's his dolphin ? Know'ft thou, where ?— t 
May that be found in Thee, Voltaire I 
Save thou from harm my plunge into the wave : 
How will thy name illuftrious raife 
My fmking fong ! Mere mortal Istys^ 
So patronized, are refcued from the grave. 

IV. " TfeM 

* Annals of the Emperor Charles XII. -Lewis XIV. 



Ihy rage provokM, ivho 

Wko kindly couchM tl 
And gave thee clearly 
Sound judgment giving lax 
Who half inclined thee 
Nor could thy modeftj 
Tliat Milton's bliridnefs la 

V 

But fuch debates long i 
For ever fet the funs th 
' On airy paftimes, ere our bi 
How ihortly fliall we B 
To thee my patron I n 
And thou to thine for PrufI 

VIJ 
The Tirefent. tn rkKiU':- 
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VIII. 

Ye vring'di- ye rtpid moments ! ftay :— ^ 

Oh friend ! as deaf as rapid, they 5 
ife's little drama done, the curtain falls 1^— 

Doft 'thou not hear it ?' I cftn hear. 

Though nothing ilrikes the liftening ear 4 
tOi^ groails his kft ! Eternal Itmdl^ calls ! 

'Nor calls in vain | the call inspires 

Far other counfels and defires, 
'han once prevaird; we Hand on higher ground 4 

What foenes we fee 1— Exalted aim I 

With ardours menVf our fpirits flame 5 
Lmbition bleft 1 mthwwi^ih^xi laurels crawn'd* 



'Vol. III. a A SEA- 



I. 

IN lofty founds let thofe dclij 
Who brave the foe, but fiea 
Andy bold in word, of arms decline 
'Tis mean to boaft 5 but great t 
To foes the counfel of a friend. 
And warn them of the vengeance the 

II, 

From whence arife thefe loud ala 
Why gleams the fouib withl)rani 

War, bathM in blood, from curft am 
Ambition! mean, ignoble pride I 
Perhaps their ardours may Aibfidc 

When weighed the wonders Britain^s i 

ni. 

Hear, and revere.— At Britain's 1 
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IV. 

She nods again : the labouring earth 

Difclofes a tremendous birth 5 
a fmoaking rivers runs her molten ore ; 

Thence monfters of enormous fize. 

And hideous afpe£l, threatening rife, 
lame from the deck, from trembling baftions roar. 
V. 

Thefe minifters of .fate fulfil. 

On empires wide, an ijlancfs will, 
i^hen thrones un juft wake vengeance : know, ye powers ! 

In fudden night, and ponderous balls. 

And floods of flame, the tempeil falls, 
iThen brav'd Britannia's awful fenate lowers. 
VI. 

In her * grand council fhe furveys. 

In patriot pi6lure, what may raife, 
f infolent attempts, a warm difdain j ^ 

From hope's triumphant fummit thrown. 

Like darted lightning, fwiftly down 
*he wealth of Ind, and confidence of Spain. 
VII. 

Britannia fheaths her courage keen. 

And fpares her nitrous magazine ; 
er cannon dumber, till the proud afpire. 

And leave all law below them ; then they blaze ! 

They thunder from refounding fcas, 
ouchM by their injur'd mafler's foul of fire. 

Q^* VIII. The* 

* Houfe of Lords. 



vriuie aJi-lerene, and hiifh 
Tumultuous winds in azure cha 

IX. 

A thoufand deaths the burC 

Hurls from her difembower 
Chained, glowing globes, in dre 

Red-wing'd by ftrong, fulp! 

Sweep, in black whirlwinds 
And leave iing'dy naked, blood-d 

X. 

Dwarf laurels rife in tented 
The wreath immortal ocetui 

There war's whole fting is fliot, -^ 
Whole glory blooms : how \ 
How lambent is Bellona^s fla 

How her ftonns languilh on the c 

XI. 
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XII. 

The flame, tkc tkuRder, and the cloud, 

The night by day, the fea of bloodf 
Hofts whirlM in air, the ytll of firiking throngs. 

The gr^velcfs de^, an ocefin warm'd, 

A fiiTiiament by mortals ftormM, 
To patient Britain's angry brow belongs, 

xiii.. 

Or do I dream ? Or do I rave ? 

Or fte I Vulcan's footy cave. 
Where Jove's red boks the grant brothers frame ?' 

Thofe fwarthy gods of toil and heat. 

Loud peal* on mountain anvils beat. 
And panting tempefts rouze the roaring flame. 
XIV. 

Ye fons cff MtrnLl hear niy call j 

Unfinifh'd let thofe baubles fall. 
Yon fliield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue : 

Your ftrokes fufpend, ye brawny thrQ»g ! 

Charni'd by the magic of my fong. 
Drop the feign'd thunder, and attempt the true* 
XV. 

Begin : * and £rft take rapid flight. 

Fierce flame, and clouds of thickefl: night f 
And ghaftly terror, pailer than the dead j 

Then borrow from the north his roar. 

Mix groans, and deaths 5 one fbial pour 
Gf wrong'd Britannia's wrafh ; and it is made ; 
Gaul ftarts and tremble*— at your dreadfu4 trade. 

CL3 O D P 

* Alluding to Virgil's Defcription of Thundei . 
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XII. 
** The right alone is bold and ftrong; 
** Black, hovering clouds appall the ijurong 
'* With dread of vengeance : nature's awful fire I 

*' Lefs than one moment fhouldft Thou frown^ 
*« Where is puiflance and renown? 
*^ Thrones tremble, empires fink, or worlds expire, 
XIII. 
*< Let George the juft chaftife the vain : 
*« Thou, who durft curb the rebel main, 
** To mount the ftiore when boiling billows ravet 
** Bid George repel a bolder tide, 
** The boundlefs fwell of Gallic pride j 
** And check ambit'iorCs overwhelming wavc 
XIV. • 
** And when (all milder means withftood) 
** Ambition^ tam'd by lofs of blood, 
** Regains her reafon j then, on angels wings, 
** Let feace defcend, and (houting greet, 
" Witt peals of joy, Britannia's fleet, 
♦* How richly freighted ! It, triumphant, brings 
♦< The poifc of kingdoms, and the fate of kings^'* 



IMPERIUM 



i» ^ 



IMPERIUM PELAGI. 

A 

NAVAL LYRIC K: 

WRITTEN IN IMITATION OF 

P I N D A R*S S P I R I T, 

Occafioned by His Majesty's return, Sept. 1729^ 
and the fucceeding Peace. 

<* Monte decurrens velut amnts, imbres 

•* Quern fuper notas aluere ripas, 

« Fervet, immenfufque niit profundo. 

PiND. 

*^ Concines laetofque dies, & urbis 

'< Publicum ludum, fuper impetrato 

** Fortis Augusti reditu/* HoR» 
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PREFACE. 

A Pindaric carries vl formidable found ; but there is 
nothing formidable in the true nature of it ; of 
which (with utmoft fubmiflion) I conceive the critic* 
have hitherto entertained a falfe idea. Pindar is as na- 
tural as Anacreon, though not fo familiar. As a fixt 
ilar is as much in the bounds of nature, as a Kower of 
.the field, though lefs obvious, and of greater dignity. 
This is not the received notion of Pindar j I ftiall there- 
fore yoo« fupport at large that hint wkich is now given* 

Trade is a very noble fubjeft in itfelf ; more proper 
than any for an Engliihman; and particularlyy^^?/&?/«^/p 
at this junfture. 

We have more fpecimens of good ivriting in every 
•province, than in the fublime ; our tvro famous Epic 
Poems excepted. I was willing to make an attempt 
where I had feweft rivals. 

If, on reading this Ode, any man has a fuller idea 
of the real intereft, or pofftble glory of his country, than, 
before ; or a ftronger imprejjion from it, or a warmer 
amcern for it, I give up to the critic any .Farther repu-' 
tation. 

We have many copies and tranflations that pafs for 
originals. This Ode I humbly conceive is an original, 
though it profeffes imitation. No man can be like Pin- 
dar, by imitating any of his particular works; any 
more than like Raphael, by copying the cartoons. 

The 



2jS PREFACE. 

The genius and fpirit of fuch great men mv 
lef^ed from the wubole % and when thtis we at 
of it, we muft exert its energy in fubjeSis ai 
of our own. Nothing is fo unpindarical as 
Pindar on the foot. Pindar Is an original^ an 
htfo too, who would be like Pindar in that wl 
greatefl prair(?. Nothing fo unlike as a clofe 
a noble original. 

As for Ungfby Pindar has an unbroken C 
hundred lines. Nothing is loi\g or fiiort ir 
but relatively to the demand of the fubje^lj 
manner of treating it. A difticb may be lo. 
folio /bort. However, I have broken this 
Strains, each of which may be coniidered as ; 
Ode if yow picafe. And if the variety and f 
matter be considered, I am rather apprehenfive 
ger from brevity in this Ode, than from leng 
lank writing is what I think oug^t moft to be 
if for nothing elfe, for our plenty of it. 

The Ode is the moft fpirited kind of poetry^ 
P/»i^r/f is the moft fpirited kind of Ode-^ thi 
at my own very great peril : l)ut truth has a: 
title to our confeffion^ though we are fure to 
it. 
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THE MERCHANT. 

ODE THE FIRST. 
N THE BRITISH TRADE AND NAVIGATION. 
T o 
HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF CHANDOS. 

ffiv ivrl wfoo-o^oi 

Je Kwa-fAih* PiND. Ncm. Od. VI. 



THE PRELUDE. 

'he Propofition, An Addrefs to the veffel that 
brought over the King. Who ihould fing on this 
occafion . A Pindaric boaft. 

I. 

FAST by the Jurge my limbs are fpread j 
The na*uai oak nods o'er my head; 
*he winds are loud ; the waves tumultuous roll 2 
Ye winds ! indulge your rage no more | 
Ye founding billows I ceafe to roar ; 
*he God defcends ; and tranfports warm my foul. 

II. 

The waves are hufhM 5 the winds are (pent!— » 

This kingdom, from the kingdoms rent, 
celebrate in fong— FamM Ifle ! no lefs. 

By Nature* s favour, from mankind. 

Than by the foaming y^^, disjoint ; 
hne in blifs ! an ^t in happinefs ! 

4 HI. Though 



....wAiiiug (ieorge fupplies 
I\ 

Away, my foul ! fakitc 

That glads the heart of 
Jts grand depofit faithful to 

Salute the bark that ne'. 

So rich a freight in gem 
And loaded from both Indies 

V. 

My foul J to thee, Jbe fyi 

Their bofoms fill with fa« 

•■ With inipiration from the god 

No^w bound for an et€r»a 

O fend her down the tide 

Snatch'd from oblifvion, and -fe 

VI. 

Or teach Oh flag, like th 

Which Gorlo ^^' ' ' 
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VII. 
D2.reyou to iing, ye tinkling train f 
Silence, ye wretched ! ye prophase ! 
7ho (hackle profef andHboaft of abfitit God^; 
'Who murder- thqught, and numbers maim> 
Who write Pindarics cold and lame, 
.nd labour ftifF Anacreontic Odet. 

VIII. 

Ye lanjtful Sons bf Genius rife I 

Of genuine title to the flaes 5 
'e founts of Learning I -and ye mints <i£ Fame I 

Ydu, who file off die mortal part 

Of glowing thought, with Attick art, 
k.hd drink- pure fong from Cain^s-or^Xfis* fhreaai* 

IX. 

.1; glow, I burn I the numbers pure, 

High-flavour'd,' delicate, mature, 
ipontaneoiis ftreaxa from my unlabourM breaft. 

As, when full-ripen'd teems the vine. 

The generous burfts of willing wine 
)iftil nedlareous from the grape unpreft. 



Vol. m. -R STRAIN 



Indufiry, - A furprizing ii 
The niifchief of >M. W. 
createft enemy. 'Trade n; 
invoked. Defcrthed. Wbi 
cellence. The praife of 
end. The 'variety of n: 
caufc of it. The bene 
Britain's nayal ftores. 
ferviceable to her ends. C 
Honv we ihould form 
ReaforCs difficult tafk. / 
Her effeSs in bid Britain. 

I. 

« OUR Monarch come 
What fliining forms fui 

O Sun I as planets thee !— 1 
See Peace, by Wifdom 
The Grace, the Mufe, 

And Plenty fpreads behind 
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HI. 

By George and Jove it is decreed. 

The mighty months in pomp proceed, 
air daughters of the fun l-rO thou divine, 

Bleft Indudry ! a fmiiing earth 

From thee alone derives its birth : 
y thee the pioughlhare and its mafter ihine. 

IV. 

Froin thee, mafiy cablet ancbor^ car^ 

From thee the cannon and his roar ; 
n oaks nurft, rear'd by thee, wealth, empire grows { 

O golden Fruit ! oak well, might ptiore 

The facred tree, the tree of Jove 5 
11 Jove can give, the xo^ixtf / oak beflows, 

V. 

What cannot Induftry compleat ? 

When Punick war firft.flam'd, the great, 
old, a6live, ardent, Roman fathers meet : 

" Fell all your groves," a Fktmen cries j 

As foon they fall; as fooga they rife 5 
ne moon, \forefly and the next, ^ fleet. 

VI. 

Jsflotb indulgence ? 'Tis a toil j 

Enervates man> and damns the foil ; 
efeats creation, pluqges in -diftrefs. 

Cankers our being, all devours ; 

A full exeition of our powers I 
bince, and thence only, ^ows our faappinefs. 

R 2 VII, The 



Vettafteof-blifs, of whicl 

VI 
Where, Induftry! th) 
Recal her toher nati'u. 

Hire, was Trade bom, her 
And ever fliall /he flou 
What though flie langi 

She 's found of heart J 4ier 

IX 

Wake, ftingherup. 

On thy fixt anchor, pu 
Earth lies before thee, ever} 

And, fee, flie 's rous'd 

Her brow, in cloudlefs 
Spreads all her. fail,, and ope 
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XI. 
Ten thoiifand aSivc hands, thathuiig 
In fliameful floth with nerves unftning, • 
'hcoiations languid load, defy the ftonns,* 
The flieets unfurl, and anchoi-s weigh. 
The long-moor'd veflel wing to fea, 
Worlds, worlds falute, and peopled ocean fwarms. 

XII. 

His Tons, Po, Ganges, Danube, Nile, <. 

Their fedgy foreheads lift, and fmilej 
Their urns inverted prodigally pour 

Streams, charg'd with wealth, and vow to buy 

Britannia for their great ally, 
V^ith climes paid down j what can the gods do more ? 

XIII. 

Cold Ruflia coftly furs from far. 

Hot China- fends her painted jar, 
ranee generous wines to crown it, Arab fweet 

With gales of incenfe fwells our fails. 

Nor dillant Ind our merchant fails, 
ler richeft ore the ballafl of our fleet. 

XIV. 

Luxuriant ifle ! What tide that flows. 

Or ftreani that glides, or wind that blows, 
)r genial fun that fliines, or fliower that pours, 

But flows, glides, breathes, fhines, pours for thee ? 

How every heart dilates to fee 
Dach land's each leafon blending on thy fiiores I 

R 3 XV. All 



XVI 

Commerce brings riches 
Fair Virtue with the fir{ 

A large re'venuey and a large 
When hearts for others 
And fpend as free as go* 

Gives the full bloom to mort 

XVI 

Glo'w then my breaft ! q 
This, and this boldly. 

Their twant and apathy let S 
PaJ/ions and riches, gooc 
As usM by man, demar 

All bleffings wound us, whe 

XVI] 
Wealthy in the tvirtuous ; 

'TJc v'tri^ nnH fnllv to di 
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Happy the man I who, large of heart, : 

Has learnt the rare, illuftrious art. 
Of being rich : ^om^ florae us, or they cloy ;. 

From goUy if more than cbtmlc (kill, 

Extraft not what is brighter ftill : 
''Tis hard to gahtf ixiuch haider to enjajf. 

XX. 

Plenty 's a means ^ and joy her end : 

Exalted minds their joys extend: 
A Chandos fhines, when others' joya are done ; 

As lofty turrets, by their height, 

When humbler fcenes refign their light. 
Retain the rays of the declining fun. 

XXI. 

Pregnant with bleflings, Britain ! fwear 

^o fordid fon of thine (hall dare 
Offend the donor of thy wealth and peace j • 

Who nouj . his whole creation drains 

To pour into thy tumid veins 
That blood of natioils ! commerce and increafe. 

XXII. 

How various Nature ! turgid grain 

Here nodding floats the golden plain 5 
There, -worms weave filken webs ; here, glov/ing vines 

Lay forth their purple to the fun. 

Beneath the foil, there harvefts run,. 
And kings' revenues ripen in the mi/res, 

R 4 X^\\\. ^V^^- 



A net to catcb 3ndjain all hums 
XXIV. 

Thus has the gr»at Creator' 

His X^lVt fiipreme^ to mortal 
In their nuiffititi dittinaly writ; 

Ev'n appetite fupplies the pi; 

Of abfent virtue, abfent gn 
And human want performs for hi 

XXV. 

Vaft naval enfigns ftrow'd an 
The wondering /^m^-ttrr con 

How (lands the decp-^w*d contini: 
As her proud/ff/^rVibna fi 
At tvery port, on every quay 

Huge mountains rife, of cable, ai 

XXVI. 
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XXVII. 
Nor eardi alone, all Nature bends 
In aid to Britain^s glorioue ends : 
"oils fhe in trade ? or bleeds in honeft mtari ? • 
Her keel each yieldingyira enthrals,. 
Each willing <t(;/W' her canvas- calls^. 
[er pilot into fervice lifts the ftars,^ 

XXVIII. 
In fize confined, and humbly made. 
What though we creep l>eneath the fhade,, 

t.nd feem as^ emmets on this pointy the ball ? 
Heaven lighted-up the human foul. 
Heaven bid its rays tranfpierce the wholes 

.nd, giving godlike Reajhn, gave us All. 

XXIX. 
Thou goldeh chain 'twixt Gdd and men, 
BleftReafoni guide my life and pen 5 

.11 ills, like ghofts, fly trembling at thy light t 
Who thee obeys, reigns over all j 
Smiles, though the ftars around him falfj 

. God is nought but Reafon Infmite, 

XXX. 

The man of Reafon is a God' 

Who fcorns to (loop to Fortune*s nodf 

>le Agent he beneath the Ihining fphere. 
Others are paffi've, are impelled. 
Are frighten'd, flatter'd, funk, or fweirdy 

s accident is pleafs'd to ddmineer. 



XXXII, 

The prefix objea, prefent da 
Are Me pbMttoms, and away 

What 's lafiing only docs exift, I 
Life, fame, friends, freedom. 
Peace, Commerce, Freedom, 

To launch us on the flood of endU 

XXXlll. 

^oyrfireigH thefe, though moj 
Go, look, your wi&fl^ exiftence 

*tbence, form your rule j thence fix 
For fo the gods : but as the gc 
How great the toil! 'Twill coi 

To vanqui/h FoUy,, than reduce a Si 

xxxiv. 

Hence, Rei^fon! the/^y? paJm i 



nu D^:*-!. 



THE IVfER CHANT, Sf rai« H. %s* 
STRAIN THE SECOND, 



THE ARGUKTENT. 

Irts from Commerce. Why Britons fhoul J purfue it. 
What wealth includes. An Hiftorical digreflion 
which kind is^moft frequent in Pindar. The wealth 
and wonderful glory of Tyre. The approach of her 
ruin. The caufe of it. Her crimes through all 
ranks and orders. Her miferable fall. The neigh- 
bouring kings juft refleB'ton on it. An awful image 
of the Divine Power and Vengeance. From ^wbat 
Tyre fell, and how deep her calamity* 



COMMERCE gives arts^ as well as gainj 

By Commerce wafted o'er the main, 
*tbey barbarous climes enlighten as. they run j 

Arts^ the rich traffick of the foul I 

May travel, thus^ from pole to pole. 
And gild the world with Learning's brighter fun. 

II. 

Commerce gives learningy 'virtue, gold! 

Ply Commerce, then, ye Britons bold, 
Inur'd to winds and feas ! left Gods repent : 

The Gods that thron'd you in the wave. 

And, as the tridenfs emblem, gave 
A triple realm^ that awes the continent : 

III. And 



Her mercliantSy princis ! every dec 

IV. 

She fate an emprefs I aw'd the i 
Her ftable column Ocean trod ; 

She call'd the nations^ and ihe ca] 
By Both obeyM : the Syrian fin 
The Cyprian's art her viol ftrin 

Togarmagh's fleed along- her valle 

V. 

The fir of Senir makes her floor^ 
And Baihan^s oak, transformM. 

High Lebanon her maft ; far Deda 
Her mantled hoft ; Arabia fetfds 
He^•fail of purple Egypt fpreads 

Arvad fends mariners j the Perfiar 

VI. 

The world's laft limit bounds he 
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VII. 

O merchant jand I as Eden fairl 

Antient of Empires!- Nature'* care I 
The ftrength of Ocean ! bead of Ptenty's Springs I 

The pride of Ifles ! In <wars reverM ! 

Mother of crafts i lov'd I courted ! fearM I 
Pilot of kingdoms I and fupport of -kings I 

VIII. 

G^eat mart of nations !— But (He fell : 

Her pamperM fons revolt ! rebel ! 
Againft his favourite ifle loud roars the main ! 

The tempcft'hbwls ! her fculptur'd dome 

Soon, the tvolfs refuge 5 dragon's home ! 
The land^one dkar! a whole people^^iii / 

IX. 

The deftin'd daf^MX% on her frbWn j 

The fable hour is coming down : 
She 's on her march from yon Almighty' ihrOire : 

The fthdrd ztiAflorm are in her hand ; 

She trumpets fhrill her dread* conimand : 
Dart be the Kght of earth ! thfe boaft, unknotf^ / * 

•X. 
For; oh ! hei* firis as red as blood. 
As crimfon deep, outcry the flbod j 
■' The Queen of Trade is bought! once wifc'aicTjbft, 
iViwi^'venal is'her Council*? tongue : 
How ribt,' violence, ahd wrong, 
- Turn gpl* todropi te bbffominto'i^ / 

5 "' il. To 



XII 

P*'-^*"-'*^ lord it o'er 
Bold BJafphemy dares m 

Wiofe,b,o^^.^^ 
^^''at death of y^..z, . 
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xy. 

O ! foul of 'htoift, 'her faireft daettts 

Decline the fun's intruding beamsy 
To v»d the mtdn^ht in their glioomy faauntd : 

Alas ! there is» who fees them there $ 

There a, who •flatters not the fair, 
When cymbab tinkle, and- the virgift chaunts. 

XVI. 

He fees, and blunders !— JVmv, in rain ! 

The courfer paws, and foams the rein ; ' 
And chariots ftream along the printed foil : 

In vain ! Wer liigh, prefumptnous air 

In gorgeous ve^hnents rich and rare, 
O^er herpToud flioulder throws the poor man^ toi2« 

xvn. 

In robes or gems, her coMyflmm, 

Green, fcarlct, azure, fhine, in vam ! 
In vain ! their golden heads her turrets rcar.j 

In vain ! 'high-flavour'd foreign "fruits, 

Sydonian oils, and Lydian lutes, * 

Glide o'er her tongue, and melt upon licr ear. 

XVIII. 
In vain-i wines flow in various ilreams. 
With helm and fpear each pillar gleams ^ 
Damafcua, vain ! unfolds the glofly ftore ; 
The .golden wedge from Ophir-s coofta. 
From Arab inqenfe vain, flie 1)oaft», 
Vain are iftrJgodf; imd ^nly «i^ adore. 

XIX. Bell 



1 



Plunge ker in feasy titHn whit 
XX. 
Her ivory deck, embroidet 
And maft of-^Klar nought 

Or pilot kanfJf She finks, ■ 
Her God« fink with her 1 t< 
Which n^ver more {hall- m\ 

She fends her foul- out in one 

XXI. 

What though fo vaft her na 
In ber firft dawn-d the Briti 
'•Alljlagj ubas'd her fea-domin 
What though ihe longer wa 
At length her foes that Ifle 
Whofe conqueft fail'd, as far 

XXII. 

The kinsrs /b£ cloathM in i-*. 
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XXIII. 
«« ThU, Tkit is ii«9 mho memt^ foor^d : 
** Alas ! hid^ fov, to b« ^ukr*di 

<« i^iid ftik lierfelf a Oed !<— Tlireugk Ibrmy wars 
** Thi« Ba|l&-I#ft )i«r thunder boFe, 
** lfigh4Vd her yeuq^^ 'wkk human gore ; 

<< And nwM hsve built her neft among t!he ftars* 
XXiV. 
** But ah, frail man ! how impotent 
** To ftand Heaven^s vengeance, or prevent i 

<* To turn afide the great Creator's aim ! 
** Shall Ifland-kings with Him contend, 
** Who makes the Poles beneath him bend ? 

*^ And fhali drink up the fea herfelf with flame? 

XXV. 

** Earth, .^ber, Empyrium bow, 

** When 'from the brazen Mountain's brow 

^* The God of Battles takes his mighty bow 4 
** Of wrath prepares to pour the flood, 
** Puts on his vefture dipt in blood, 

** And marches out to fcourge the world below, 
XXYI. 
<* Ah ! wretched Ifle, once call'd the j^r^^i/ / 
** Ah I wretched Ifle, and wife too late I 

^^ The vengeance of Jehovah is gone out : 
** Thy luxury, corruption, pride, 
** Axid. /reetiom loft, the realms deride, 

"•^ Ador'd l^fecjfoftding, o'er thy ruins fliout : 

VfiL, III. S XXVII, « To 
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STRAIN THE THIRD. , 

THE ARGUMENT. , 

An inference from this Hiftory. Ad'vice to Britain. 
More proper to her than otber Nations. How far 
the ftroke of tyranny reaches. Wlat fupports our 
endeavours. I'he unconjider^d benefits of liberty, 
Britain's obligation to purfue trade, Wly above 
half the globe is fea. Britain's grandeur from her 
Jituation. The ivinds, the feas, the conjfellations, 
defcribed. Sir Ifaac Newton's praife. Britain com- 
pared with otber States. The Leviathan defcribed. 
Britain^s fite, and ancient title to the feas. JVbo 
rivals her. Of Venice. Holland. Some defpife 
^Trade as mean. Cenfured for it. trade's glory. 
The late Czar. Solomon. A furprizing inftance 
of magnificence. The merchant's dignity. Cora- 
pared with men of Utters. 

I. 

HENCE learn, as hearts ai*e foul or pure, 

Our fortunes wither or endure : 
Nations may thri^ue, or perijb by the wave. 

What ftorms from Jove's unwilling frown, 

A people's crimes folicit down 1 
Ocean *s the fivomb of riches, and the grave, 
II. 

Tbis Truth, O Britain ! ponder well 5 

Virtues fhould rife, as Fortunes fwell : 
^yhac 18 large property ?— The Jign of good, 

Of worth fuperior : if 'tis lefs^ 

Anotber"! treafure we poifefs. 
And charge the Gods with favours mi/befto'w"d. 

' S 2 III. Tlii^ 



/ind luck to death their nn 
'Twcre ufelefs caution, and a ti 

IV. 

Fell Tyrants llrikc beyond 
And wound the Toul ; bow 

Lay Virtue waie I for worth or 
To throw them at a mtmjier 
'Ti» property fupports purjk\ 

Freedom gives eloquence 5 and F 

V. 

She pours the thoughti and \ 
She makes the blood and fpij 

I feel her no^w ! and roufe, and ri 
In Theban fong ; O Mufe ! i 
Verfe is gay Freedom's gift d 

The man that can think gready> i 
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VII. 

Britain ! behold th« world's wide face | 

Nor coverM half withy^/iz/fpace, 
hrce parts zv9 fluid \ empire of the fea I 

And why ? for Commerce. Ocean dreams 

For that, through all his various names ; 
nd, if for Commerce, Ocean flows for Thee. 

vni. 

Britain, like fome great potentate 

Of Eaftern clime, retires in ftate, 
luts out the nations ! Would a Prince draw j)igh ? . 

He paiTes her ibong guards^ the waves, 

Oi fewant winds admiflion craves, 
!er empire has no neighbour but the fky. 

IX. 

nere are her friends j foft Zephyr there> 

Keen Eurus, Notus never fair, 
ough Boreas burfting from the pole : all urge, 

And urge for her, their various toil ; 

The Cafpian, the broad Baltick boil, 
Jid into life the dead Pacifiek fcourge, 

X. 

nere are her friends^ a marfhaPd traii).;i 

A golden hoft ! and azure plain ! 
y tui-ns do dutjf and by turns retreat : 

They may retreat, but not from her ; 

The ftar that quits this hemifphere 
luft quit the ikies, to want a Britiih fleet. 

S 3 Xr, Ilyad, 



mear me aeep cnamDcrs < 
The raging Dog that fires the 

XII. 

Thefe nations Newton m 
All intimate with him al« 

His mighty foul did, like a g 
To the vaft volume*s chji 
Decypher'd every charaft 

His reafon pour*d new light u 

XIII. 

Let the pAud brothers of 
Smile at our rock and ba\ 

^ot fucb the fea : let Foht's a: 
Vaft tra^s and ample beit 
The camel /ooy, fmall ele 

O Britain ! the Leviathan is tl 

XIV. 
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XV. 

Tb* Atlantic Airge around our ihore 

German and Caledonian roar j 
i'hcir mighty Genii hold us in their lap.— 

Hear Egbert, Edgar, Ethelred; 

** The feas are ours."— The monarch faid— 
^he floods their hands, their hands the nations, clap. 

XVI. 

Whence is a rival, then, to rife ? 

Can he be found beneath the ikies ? 
To, tberey they dwell, that can give Britain fear : 

The powers of earth, by rival aim 

Her grandeur but the more proclaim \ 
Lnd prove their diftance moft, as they draw near, 

XVII. 

Proud Venice fits amid the waves 5 

Her foot ambitioul Ocean laves : 
fr/V nobleft boaft 1 but O what wondrous odds 

'Twixt Venice and Britannia's ifle t 

'Twixt mortal and immortal toil I 
Iritannia is a Venice built by Gods. 

XVIH. 

Let Holland triumph o'er her foes. 
But not o'er friends by whom flie rofe ; 

["he child of Britain ! And (hall fhe contend ? ^ 
It were no lefs than parricide :— 
What wonders rife from out the tide I 

ler High and Mighty to the rudder bend. 

S 4. XIX. And 



/ 



s«4 YOUNG 9 POEM Si 

XDL 
And are tbctft^ thd^ «f lelty bvdw^ 
Who think /r/i^ BieaM^ aiMi (t^m to lioir 

So far beneaOi tkt datto •! iwM^ bink? 
Alas ! thefe cbkit b«t little know 
CoBMHerce hew high, tbemfolwes h/^m Vomy 

The Tons of iVis^/^i ace ^ Tons of Mrlib. 

XX. 

And what have earth's mean ibna to cioy. 

But reap her fruiu» and warm pucfue 
The world's cbirf gpOed> not glut o» others* toil Y 

High Commerce f^m th^ Gods came down> 

"With com^afsf charU tnAftmny crtmm. 
Their dikgrnie^ to fnake the nations /mi^« 

XXI. 

Bluih, and behoM tkt Roffiaa bow^ 
From forty crowns^ his mighty bnnvf 

To traJe.-^To toil he turns his giorious hoMdr 
That arm» which iwept the bloody fiekl^ 
See ! the huge axtp or bsmmir, widd $ 

While yrf//fri wait, and tbronei impatient ftand*. 

xxn. 

O fliame to fubjtS^ ! firft renown^ 

Matchlcfs example to the crtnvrt ! 
Old Time is poor : what age boafts ftich a fight ^ 

Ye drones i adore the man divine*-^ 

No ; Virtue ftill as fTtean decline. 
Call Ruffians barbarous, and yourMves polite.. 

XXIII. H 



THE merchant; srnjuTN rm ^e^ 
xxm. 

He too of Jttcbbr gre**) J» wift, 

Witb Hhram ftrave in mcrrctoidfaBe^ 
lonarchs with montfdM ftru^e £« aft«i«r/ 

That Merdiant * finidng to iii*^ graw, 

A flood of treafttra fi^rells the ca««$ 
'he king /g^ /»«ri&, the merchant buryd more* 
XXXV. 

Is Merchant an inglorious name ? 

No ; fit for Pindar fuch a theme, 
oo great for rae 5 I pant beneath the weight ( 

If loud as Ocean's were my voice. 

If words and thoughts to court nvy choice 
'ut-mimber'dyiW/, I could not reach, its height* 
XXV. 

Merchants o*er proudeft heroes reign ; 

Thofe trade in blejpngy thefe in paWf 
it (laughter fweli, and fhout, while nations groan t 

With purple Monarchs, Merchants vie ;. 

If great to.Jjtend^ what, to fupffy? 
riefts pray for bleflings; Merchants pour them down. 
XXVI. 

Kings Merchants ar« in league and love \. 

Earth's odours pay foft airs above, 
I'hat o'er the teeming field prolific range ; 

Planets are Merchants j take, return,, 

Luftrc and heat ; by traffick burn j 
^he whole Creation is one vad: Exchange. 

xxvir. // 

* Vaft treafure taken from Solomon's tomb 1300 
fars ;iftflr |ti» death, Yo xj n g .^ 



Experience, Arts, and/o/iiWl 

XXVIII. 

Trade, Art's mechanick, : 

Well-weighs 5 Xs^fiarry Sc 

Reads warm in life (dcad-coloii 

The fcites, tongues, inter 

Who ftudies Trade, he fti 

Acconipliih'd Merchants are a< 



THE MERCHANT, Strain IV. 2*7 
STRAIN THE FOURTH. 

THBARGUMENT. 

Pindar invoked. His praife. Britain (hould decline 
avar-f but boldly alTert her trade. Encouraged 
from the throne : Britain's condition without trade. . 
Trade's cbara^er, and furprizing deeds, Carthage. 
Solomon's temple. St. Paul's church. The mi/er^s 
chara6ler. The wonderful efFefts of trade, fflfy 
religion recommended to the merchant. What, 
/alje Joy. What, true. What religion is to the 
merchant, fflfy trade more glorious in Britons, 
than others. How ivarmly, and how long, to be 
purfued by us. The Briton's legacy. Cdumbus. 
His praife. America defcribed. Worlds ftill un^ 
knonvn. Queen Elizabeth. King George the Second* 
His glory na^vally reprefented. 

I* 

HOW (hall I farther roufe the foul ? 

How Sloth's lafcivious reign control 
By verfe, with unextinguifh'd ardour wrought ? 

How every breaft inflame with mine ? 

How bid my theme ftill brighter ihine. 
With wealth of words, and unexhaufted thought ? 

II. 

O thou Dircxan fwan, on high. 

Round whom familiar thunders fly ! 
While Jove attends a language like his own : 

Thy Jpirit pour, like vernal fliowers. 

My verfe fliall burft out with the flowers, 
While Britain's trade advances with her fun. 

HI. Though 



xsK\ i»ntain thimder^ or let Biita 
IV. 
Britain a cornet^ or zjiar. 
In commerce tkU» or that in 

Let Britons ihout ! earth, ieas, a; 
Commerce to kindle, raife, f 
And fpirit dart through every 

Hear from the tbrwie^ a voice ihr< 
V. 
So fall from heaven the vernal 
To chear tke glebe, and wake 

The bloom called fbrth fees aanre d 
The bini of voice is proud to : 
Induftrious hen fHy every win§ 

Diftend tlieir cells, and urge their | 
VI. 
Trade once extinguiih^d, Brita 

T« rr • 



THE MERCHANT, Strain IV. tC^ 
VII. 
Trade 's the fource, finew, foul of all ; 
Trade *s aU herielf ; hert, hert, the ball; 
Vhere moft unfeen, the goddefs ftill is there \ 

Trade leads the dance, Trade lights the blaze. 
The courtier's pomp I the ftudent's eafe I 
Twas Trade at Blenheim fought, and closM the war. 

vni. 

What Rome and all her gods defies ? 

The Punic oar. Behold it rife 
^d battle for the world I Trade gave the call 5 

Rich cordials from his ndfval art 

Sent the ftrong fpirits to his heart. 
That bid an Afric Merchant grafp the ball* 

IX- 

Wheie is, on earth, Jchorah^s home ? 

Trade markM the foil, and built the dome, 
a which his Majefty/>^ deign'd to dvwell 5 

The walls with^Ai;^ flieets o'erfaid. 

Rich, as the fun, through go\AumAjetgh*df 
ient the moonM arch, and bid the cokimn fweH* 
X. 

Grandeur unknown to S<^omoii 1 

Methinks the labouring «artk &ould groen» 
eneath yon load ^ e cridted fure, not madg t 

Sefuant and rwalx>£ the (kk% 1 

Heaven*« arch alone can higher rife : 
fhsLt hand unmortal rais'd AtfiiT^inmhie IVade. 

XI. Where 
* St. Paul's^ l)uilt by the coal-tax. Young. 



M.AtxKx iwuijg ucnina me 
Or JiU'dh with difgrace, w 

X] 
As by repletion men co 
Abundance is the mifcr' 

Expend it nobly 5 he that lei 
Which, paffing niimer 
Is not a many but livir 

Foe to the^^j, and rival t 

XI 

^rade barbarous lands 

Make earth well worth 

Call forth her forcfts, chart 
Can make one houfe of 
Can bid the diftant pol 

Hers, every fun; and India 

XT 



THE MERCHANT- Strain IV. 271 
XV. 

Tou lend each other mutual aid : 

Why is heaven's fmile, in tvealtb, convcy'd ! 
Not to place vice, but virtues in our power : 

Pleafure dficlin^d, is luxury, 

Boundlefs in time and in degree x 
Pleafure enjoyed, the tumult of an bour^ 

XVI. 

Falfe joy 's a difcompodng thing. 
That jars on nature's trembling ihingy 

Tempefts thtjpirits, and untunes ihe frame: 
True joy, the funfhine of the foul, 
A bright y5rr«r^ that calms the whole ; 

Which they ne'er knew, <u;i&om^ther joys inflame. 

XVII. 

Merchant ! Religion is the carft 

To grow as ricb'^^t angels are ; 
To know^^i^ coin from true^ to fweep the main | 

The migbty flake fecure, beyond 

The ftfdn^ft tie of field, or fundi 
Commerce gives gold. Religion makes it gain* 

XVIII, 
Join, then. Religion to thy ftorc; 
Or India's mines will make thee/00rf 
Greater than Tyre! O bear a nobler mind 
Sea-fovereign ifle I proud nvar decliney 
Trade patronize ! what glory thinci 
ArdcBt to bUfs, who couldft/»^!^ mankind ! 

XIX. Rieh 



^While ages laft ! in ti*a4 

Trade, Britgin^s all 
With toily blood, t 

'^hiSf Edgar great beque: 
Let Porbiikersy let : 
O let Ceiiimbufi' iei 

.New worlds difcloff,, wi 



' Cohnnbnsl fbarce ii 
For thee to Jkui, tha 

That womb of gold and 
An mfverfil her rj 
Her fruit&y both mei 

Heaven's .faireft birtk \ m 



THE MERCHANT, Stuain IV. 

xxin. 

Swear by the great Eliza's foul. 
That Trade, as long as waters roll— 

Ui ! no ; the gods chaftife my rath decree t 
By g^reat Eliza do not fwear j 
For thee, O George ! the gods declare, 

Uid thou for them ! late time ihall fwear by thte. 

xxrv. 

Truth, bright as/^rj, with thee prevaihi 

Full be ^y famey as fwellingySzt//, 
!onftant, as tides, thy mind ; as mafis, elate { 

Thy JuJHce, an unerring beht 

To fteer Britannia^s fickle realm 5 
Tiy numerous race, fure anchor of her ftate ! 
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The m ^^''en'ce. ' 

•Africa Ok- '" w 
•«•'*'> of >"' "• P« 



THE MES^CHA'NT, Strain V. «7| 
IIL 
Here, no demand for fancy's wing j 
Plain truth 's illuftrious : as I firtg, 
he<r ybnjpangled barf repeat my lay ! 
Yoiijfdrry lyre has caught the (bund. 
And fpreads it to the planets round, 
iTho beft can tell where ends Britannia's fwiy* 

IV. 

The (kies (fair-printed page!) unfold 

Tti« na<val fame of heroes old j 
LS in a mirror 'fhew th' adventurous throng: 

The deeds of Grecian mariners 

Are read by Gods, are writ inflarSf 
Lnd noble vfirfe^ that'ihall enduie as long.. . , 

V. 

Thtjkies are records of the mainy ;■ 

Thence Argo liftens to my ftrain j 
Chiron, for fong renown'd, his noble rage 

For na'ual fame and fong renews, 

As Britain's fame he bears ^ and <vierufs j 
i^hlron, the Shovell of a former age. 

VL 

The Whale (for late I fijng his praife) 

Pours grateful lufti'e on my lays ; 
How fmiles Arion^s friend • With partial beamfs^ 

Eridanus Would flatter too. 

But jealoufies his fmile fubdue ; 
He fears a Britifli rival in* the Thames. 

T 2 vir. itt 

* The Dolphin. 



THE MERCHANT, Strain V. 2*77 

XI. 

Why, Auftrian ! wilt thou hover ftill 
On doubtful wing, and want the ikill 
. To fee thy welfare in the 'worWs ? Too late 
Another Churchill thou may'fl And, 
Another Churchill, not fo kind. 
And other Blenheims, big with other y^. 

XII. 

Ill thou remcmber'ft, ill doft own, 
Who refcued an ungrateful throne 5 
^ 111 thou confider'ft, that the ktndzxt bra<ve^ 

111 doft thou weigh, that in Time's womb 
A day may fleep, a day of doom. 
As great to r«/», as was That to fave. 

XIII. 

How would'ft thou fmile to hear my ftrain, 

Whofe boafted injpiration 's vain ! 
Yet what if my prediSiJon fhould prove true f 

Know'ft thou the Jhtal pair who fliine 

O'er Britain's trading empire ? Thine 
As one rejeSedy what, if one fuhdue? 

XIV. 
What na'val fcene adorns the feat 
Of awful Britain's high debate *, 
Infpires her councils, and records her po<wer? 
The nations know, in glowing balls 
On finking thrones, the tempeft falls. 
When her auguft aflembled fenates lour. 

T 3 XV. O 

* The Spanifh Armada in the Houfe of Lords. 



And Nature rocks, when angi 
XVI. 

Not realms unbounded^ no 
Of natives, not expence o\ 

Or reach of counfel givw the w 
Trade calls him forth, and 
As mortal man, o'er men • 

Trade leaves poor gleanings to ; 

xvir. 

Nay, ber V the fword ! For 
Like lightning fly to diftant 

Like Gods' defcend at once on tre 
Is war proclaimed ? Our wa 
To favtheft confines of the -i 

Surprize your ports, and thunder 

XVIIli 



THE M*E R C H A N T, Strain V. ^79 
. XIX. 

The Fools of Nature ever ftrike r 

On bare outfides \ and loath, or Iike> 
Ls glitter bids j in endlefs error vie j 

Admire the purple and the cro<wn : 

Of human ^welfare and reno-wn, 
"rade 's the big heart-, bright empire, but their eye.'^ 
XX. 

Whence Tartar Grand ? or Mogul Great ?— 

Trade gilt their titles, pour'd their, ftate 5 
Vhile Afric's black, lafcivious, flothful breed, . 

To clafp their ruirty fly from toil i 

That meaneft product on their foil, 
Their people fell : one half on t'other feed. - 

XXI. 

Of Nature's Wealth from Commerce rent, 

Afric 's a glaring Monument : 
rlid citron forefts and pomegranate groves 

(Curft in a paradife !) fhe pines ; 

O'er generous glebe, o'er golden mines 
ler beggar dy Jamifti'd, tradelefs native roves : 
XXII. 

Not fo thine, China, blooming-wide ! 

Thy numerous fleets might bridge the tide;.- 
rhy produ^s would exhauft both India's mines : 

Shut be that gate of Trade ! Or woe 

To Britain's ! Europe 'twill o'erflow. 

Jngrateful Jong I Her growth * infpires thy lines. 

T 4 . XXIII. Bri^ 

» Coffee. 



Trade '« the full pulfe, that fend 

XXIV. 

Could, O ! could one engrt 
The various ftreams of Tra 

TTfat, like the fun, would gazin 
That awful Power the worl 
Bold War, and Empire pro 

Mankind his fubjefts ; and his U 

XXV. 

Haft thou lookM round the 
From Commerce, Grandeur 

To George from Noah, empires 
Their pride, their ihame, th< 
Time's whole plain chronicle 

One bright encomium, undefign'd 

XXVI. 
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XXVII. 

Then perifli Wari— Deteftcd War I 

Shalt thou make Gods ? light Csfar't ftar f 
What calls man fool fo loud as this has done. 

From Nimrod^s down to Bourbon^s line ^-» 

Why not adore too, as divine. 
Wide-wafting ftorms, before the genial fun ? 

xxvin. 

Peace is the Merchant's fummer clear I 
His barveft ! harveft round the year ! 

For Peace with laurel every maft be bound f 
Each deck caroufe, each flag ftream out. 
Each cannon found, e2ich faikr ihout! 

For Peace let every /acred Jhip be crown'dl 

XXIX. 

Sacred arejbips, of birth di'vine! 

An angel drew the firft dejign ; 
With which the Patriarch Nature's nuns brav'd % 

Tavo worlds aboard, an old and new. 

He fafe o'er foaming billows flew : 
The Qods made Human race, a Pilots fsmid^ 

xxx. 

Hotjuf acred too the Mercbanfs name /— 
When Britain blaz'd meridian Fame *i 
Bright ihone thef<word, but brighter trade gav« law ^ 
Merchants in dtflant courts rever'd. 
Where prouder Statefmen ne'er appear'dy 
Merchants Embafladors I and Thrones in awe f 

XXXI. 'Tit 
f In Queen Elizabeth's reign. 



O that my fong could add Eterni 
XXXII. 
Praifc is the facred oil that f 
The burning lamp of god-li 

Immortal glory pays illuftrious c; 
Whither, ye Britons ! are y« 
O noble ^voyage I glorious ro 

Launch from the Thames, and ei 
XXXIII, 
If to my fubjeS rofe my foul 
Your fame fliould laft while 

Whea other worlds in depths of i 
As we the Geeeks of might) 
May they Britannia's fleet pr 

Look up, and read her ffory in tl 

XXXIV. 

Ye Syrens, fing j ye Triton? 



THE MERCHANT. Moral. aJj 



THE MORAL. 

The moft happy fhould be the moft virtuous. 0£ 
Eternity . What Britain's arts flionld be. JVbetice 
Jlavery. . 

I, 

BRITAIN! thus bleft, thy blefling know; 

Or blifs, in vain ! the Gods beftow^ 
Its endJ^vXfiU means cherifti, fource adore ; . 

ydkxxfnjueUings of thy foul reprefs ; 

They moft may lofe, who moft pojfefs ; 
Then let blifs ^jtv^, and tremble M thy ftore. .. 

II. 

Nor be too fond of life at heft. 

Her chearfuly not enamoured gueft : 
Let thought ^yfomvard'y 'twill gay profpe6ls give 5 

Profpefts immortal ! that deride 

A Tyrian wealth, a Ptrfian pride^ 
Aiid make it ^xh&. fortitude to live. 

lU. 

O ioVf£t^nity ! a fcene 

To fair ad'venturers ferene ! 
O X on.thaty^^ to deal in pure renown ! 

Traffick with Gods ! What tranfports roll ! 

What boundlefs import to the foul ! 
The poorman> empire! andlhe fubjefls croivnl 

IV. Adore 



1 ne prouaeit 'uUtor tears 
Long as the trident fills thy gh 



Glorious, while Heaven-b 
Which Trade's foft fpurio 

for what is Tyranny ? A moni 
FroiBf Ltnciny, by bribes c 
By glowing Power in Jbad 

Vfhich Jlalks around, and chair 



THE CL( 



This ftfbje^ now firft fung. i 
to Pindar's fubie^te. How 1 
by if//. 

T. 

THTTF nr^^- r T r.ui — i- 



THE 1«EK CHANT, Cldsb. i$| 
II. 

Thou art the Britons' nobleft theme. 

Why, then, unfung? My Jtmpl^^i^ . 
*o die{s plain fetifi, and fire the generous blood % 

Not fport imaginations vain. 

But lift, witk yon ethereal tirain, 
'he ihiningMuifi, to ierve tht public good, 

III. 

Of ancient art and ancient praife, 

Thcjprings are opened in my lays : 
lympic heroes ghofts around me throng. 

And think their glory fung anew 5 

Till chiefs of equal fame they view ; 
or grudge to Britons bold their Theban fong* 

IV. 

Not Pindar^s theme with mine compare^^ 

As far furpall,. as ufeful cares 
'ranfcend diverfion ligbt and glory vaiu : 

The wreath fantaAic, fhouting throngs 

And pantipg fteed, to him belong, 
'he charioteer^ Sf not empire" s golden rein. 

V. 
Nor, Chandos 1 diou the Miife deiptfe 
That nmuld to glowing ^tna rile 
>uch Pindar's breaft), thou Theron of om timet 
Seldom to man the Gods impart 
A Pindar's head, or Therpn's heart \ 
\ life, or fbflg, how rare the true SMimi I 

VI. Now, 



1 ne iintilh Maft, with nohUr Imurels t 
VII. 
Weak i^ curls round naval oaJ^, 
And fmiles at wind and ftorm iinh 

By ftrength /fo^^^j fublimc : thus, pre 
To Britain^s grandeur cleaves .jny^ 
And lives, and echoes through the 

While o^er the iiUow Britain's thunders 
VIII. 
Be dumb, ye groveling Sons of Vci 
Who^^ not a6Hons, but rebedrfe^ 

Kn&fool the Mufe with ifnpoterit defire^ 
Ye facrilegious ! who prefume 
To tamifh Britain's naval bloom. 

Sing Britain's fame, with all her Hero's 

TIIE CHOft'US. 
'* YE Syrens, fing j ye Tritons, bi 
" Ye Nereids. Han/-*. -.-» t»-" 
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